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AUTHOR'S NOTE 



The order of these plays follows the chronology of their 
writing, not that of their production. ''The Eldest 
Son" was written — first of the three — in the early 
months of 1909. Accidents, happy and unhappy, have 
prevented its performance earlier than November, 1912. 



THE ELDEST SON 

A DOMESTIC DRAMA IN THREE ACTS 



PERSONS OF THE PLAY 

Sm William Cheshire, a baronet 

Ladt Cheshire, his wife 

Bill, their eldest son 

Harold, their second son 

Ronald Keith (in the Lancers), their sonrinAaw 

Christine {his wife), their eldest daughter 

"Dot, their second darighter 

Joan, their third daughter 

Mabel Lanfarne, their guest 

The Reverend John Latter, engaged to Joan 

Old Studdenham, the head-keeper 

Freda Studdenham, the lady^s-maid 

Young Dunning, the under-keeper 

Rose Taylor, a village girl 

Jackson, the butler 

Charles, a footman 

TIME: The present. The action passes on December 7 and 
Saithe Cheshires* country house, in one of the shires, 

ACT I. SCENE I. The hall; before dinner. 

SCENE 11. The hall; after dinner. 

ACT IL Lady Cheshire's mmning room; after breakfast. 

ACT III. The smoking-room; teortime. 

A night elapses between Acts L and IL 



ACT I 

SCENE I 

The scene is a well-lighied^ and large^ oak-panelled 
hall, vnih an air of being lived in, and a broad, oak 
staircase. The dining-room, dravdng-room, billiard- 
room, all open into it; and under the staircase a 
door leads to the servants* quarters. In a huge fire- 
place a log fire is burning. There are tiger-skins on 
the floor, horns on the walls; and a writing-table 
against the wall opposite the fireplace, Freda 
Studdenham, a pretty, pale girl with dark eyes, in 
the black dress of a lady*s-maid, is standing at the 
foot of the stairca^se with a bunch of white roses in 
one hand, and a bunch of yellow roses in the other. 
A door closes above, and Sir William Cheshire, 
in evening dress, conies dovmstairs. He is perhaps 
fifty-eight, of strong build, rather bidl-necked, with 
grey eyes, and a well-coloured face, whose choleric 
autocracy is veiled by a thin urbanity. He speaks 
before he reaches the bottom. 

Sir William. Well, Freda! Nice roses. Who are 
they for ? 

Freda. My lady told me to give the yellow to Mrs. 
Keith, Sir William, and the white to Miss Lanfame, for 
their first evening. 

3 



4 THE ELDEST SON act i 

Sir William. Capital. [Pcusing on totoards the 
dravnng-room] Your father coming up to-night ? 

Freda. Yes. 

Sir William. Be good enough to tell him I specially 
want to see him here after dinner, will you ? 

Freda. Yes, Sir William. 

Sir William. By the way, just ask him to bring the 
game-book in, if he*s got it. 

He goes out into the dratuing-room; and Freda 
stands restlessly tapping her foot against the 
bottom stair. With a flutter of skirts Chris- 
tine Keith comes rapidly down. She is a 
nice-looking^ fresh-coloured young vxrman in a 
low-necked dress, 

Christine. Hullo, Freda! How are youf 

Freda. Quite well, thank you. Miss Christine — 
Mrs. Keith, I mean. My lady told me to give you 
these. 

Christine. [Taking the roses] Oh! Thanks! How 
sweet of mother! 

Freda. [In a quicks toneless voice] The others are for 
Miss Lanfame. My lady thought white would suit her 
better. 

Christine. They suit you in that black dress. 

P^REDA lowers the roses quickly. 
What do you think of Joan*s engagement ? 

Freda. It's very nice for her. 

Christinb. I say, Freda, have they been gobg hard 
at rehearsals? 
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8c. I THE ELDEST SON 5 

Fbeda. Evei7 day. Miss Dot gets ver^ crosa, sta^' 
managing. 

Christine. I do hate learning a. port, Thanks 
awfully for unpacking. Any news F 

FsEOA. [In the game quick, dvU voice\ The under- 
keeper. Dunning, won't majry Rose Taylor, after 

an. 

Christine. What a shame ! But I say that's eerioUB. 
I thought there was — she was — I mean 

Freda. He's taken up with another girl, they say, 

CHmariNE. Too bad! ^Pinning the roses] D'you 
know if Mr. Bill's come ? 

Freda. \Wiih a swift upward foot] Yes, by the six- 
forty. 

BoNAU) Keith comes slowly down, a weathered 
firmriipped man, in evening dress, with eyelids 
half drawn over his keen eyes, and the air of a 
hoTgeman. 

Keith. Hallo! Rosea in December- I say, Freda, 
your father missed a wigging this morning when they 
drew blank at Wamham's spinney. Where's that htter 
of little foxes ? 

Fbeda. [SmUijtg faintly] I expect father knows. Cap- 
tain Keith. 

Keith. You bel he does. Emigration? Or thin air? 
What? 

Christine. Studdenham'd never shoot a fox, Ronny. 
He's been here since the flood. 

Keith. There's more ways of killing a cat — eh, 
Freda? 



Chribtine. [Moving imth her husband towards Uie 
drawing-Toom\ Young Dunning won't many that girl. 
Ronny. 

Kkitm. Phew! Wouldn't be in his shoes, then! Sir 
William 'II never keep a servant who's made a scandal 
in the village, old girl. BiU come? 

As they disappear from, the haU, John Latteh 
in a dergynum's evening dress, comes sedately 
downstairs, a tail, rather pale young Jnan, with 
something in him, as it were, both of heaven, 
artd a drainng-room,. He passes Fheda wtlA. a 
farmal little nod. Harold, o fresh-cheeked, 
cheery-looking youth, comes down, three steps 
at a time. 
Harold. Hallo, Freda! Patience on the monumenL 
Let's have a smS! For Miss Lanfame? BiU come 
down y 

Freda. No, Mr. Harold. 

Harold crosses the hail, whirling, and follows 
Latter into the drawing-room. There is the 
aouTid of a seuffie above, and a voice crying: 
"Shut up, Doll" And JoAS comes down screw- 
ing her head back. She is pretty and small, 
with large clinging eyes. 
Joan, Am I all right behind, Freda? That beast. 
Dot! 

Freda. Quite, Miss Joan. 

Dot's face, like a full moon, appears over the 
upper banisters. She loo comes running doiDtti 
a frank figure, with the face of a rebel. 
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Dot. You little being I 

Joan. [Flying tovxirda the drawing-room^ is overtaken 
at the door] Oh! Dot! You*re pinching! 

As they disappear into the dratuing-room, Ma- 
bel Lanfarne, a tall girl vnih a raiher charm- 
ing Irish face, comes slowly down. And at sight 
of her Freda's whole figure becomes set and 
meaning-fvU, 
Freda. For you, Miss Lanfarne, from my lady. 
Mabel. \In whose speech is a touch of wilful Irishry] 
How sweet! [FaMening the roses] And how are you, 
Freda? 
Freda. Very well, thank you. 
Mabel. And your father? Hope he's going to let 
me come out with the guns again. 

Freda. [Stolidly] He'll be delighted, I'm sure. 
Mabel. Ye-es! I haven't forgotten his face — ^last 
time. 

Freda. You stood with Mr. Bill. He's better to 
stand with than Mr. Harold, or Captain Keith? 
Mabel. He didn't touch a feather, that day. 
Freda. People don't when they're anxious to do their 
best* 

A gong sounds. And Mabel Lanfarne, giving 
Freda a rather inquisitive stare, moves on to the 
drawing-room. Left alone wiihovt the roses, 
Freda dill lingers. At the slamming of a door 
above, and hasty footsteps, she shrinks back 
against the stairs. Bill runs down, and comes 
on her suddenly. He is a tall, good-looking 
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edition of kit faiher, with the same atuM>om 

look of veiled ckoler. 
Bill. Freda! [And a* she shrinks still further back] 
What's the matter? [TherKil some sound he looks round 
uneasily and draws away from Aw] Aren't you glad to 



Freda. I've something to say to you, Mr. Bill, 
After dinner. 

Bill. Mister ? 

She poises him, and rushes away upstairs. And 
Bill, who stands frowning and looking after 
her, recovers hivnself sharply as the draioing- 
Toom door is opened, and Sir William and 
Misa Lanfarne cotjic forth, followed by 
Keith, Dot, Harold, Christine, Latter, 
and Joan, aU leaning across each other, and 
talking. By herself, behind them, comes Ladt 
Cheshire, a refined-looking woman of fifty, 
wUh silvery dark hair, and an expression at 
once gentle, and ironic. They move across the 
hall towards the dining-room. 

Sir William. Ah! BiL. 

Mabel. How do you do ? 

Keith. How are you, old chap? 

Dot. [gloomily] Do you know your part P 

Harold. Hallo, old man! 

Christine gives her brother a flying kiss. Joan 
and Latter pojise and look at him shyly vnth- 
oui speech. 
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Bill. [PvUing his hand on Joan's shoulder] Good 
luck, you two! Well mother? 

Ladt Cheshire. Well, my dear boy! Nice to see 
you at last. What a long time! 

She draws his arm through hers^ and they move 
towards the dining-room. 

The curtain faUs. 
The curtain rises again at once. 



SCENE n 

Chbistine, Lady Cheshire, Dot, Mabel Lanfarne, 
and Joan, are returning to the haU after dinner. 

Christine, [in a low voice] Mother, is it true about 
young Dunning and Rose Taylor ? 

Ladt Cheshire. I*m afraid so, dear. 

Christine. But can't they be 

Dot. Ah! ah-h! [Christine and her mother are 
sHent.] My child, I'm not the young person. 

Christine. No, of course not — only — [nodding to- 
wards Joan and Mabel]. 

Dot. Look here! This is just an instance of what I 
hate. 

Lady Cheshire. My dear ? Another one ? 

Dot. Yes, mother, and don't you pretend you don't 
understand, because you know you do. 

Christine. Instance ? Of what ? 

Joan and Mabel have ceased talking^ and lisUnt 
stiU at the pre. 
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Dot. Humbug, of course. Why should you want 
them fo marry, if he's tir«d of her? 

Christine. [IronieaUtf] Well! If your imaginalion 
doesn't carry you as far as that! 

Dot. When people marry, do you believe they ought 
to be in love with each other ? 

Christine. [TFiiA a shnig] That's not the point. 

Dot. Oh ? Were you in love with Ronoy ? 

Christine. Don't be idiotic! 

Dot. Would you have married him if you hadn't 

Christine. Of course not! 

Joan. Dot! You are! 

Dot. Hallo! my little snipe! 

Lady Cheshire. Dot, dear! 

Dot. Don't shut me up, mother! [To Joan.] Are 
you in love with John ? [Joan lurtts hurriedly to the 
fire.] Would you be going to marry him if you were 
not? 

Chri.^tinb. You are a brute. Dot. 

Dot. Is Mabel in love with — whoever she is in love 
with? 

Mabel. And I wonder who that is. 

Dot. Well, would you marry him if you weren't ? 

Mabel. No, I would jwt. 

Dot, Now, mother; did you love father? 

Christine. Dot, you really are awful. 

Dot. [Ruefid and detached] Well, it is a bit too thick, 
perhaps. 

Joan. Dot! 
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Dot. Well, mother, did you — ^I mean quite calmly ? 

Lady Cheshire. Yes, dear, quite calmly. 

Dot. Would you have married him if you hadn't? 
[Lady Cheshire shakes her head\ Then we're all 
agreed! 

Mabel. Except yourself. 

Dot. \Gri7rdy\ Even if I loved him, he might think 
himself lucky if I married him. 

Mabel. Indeed, and I'm not so sure. 

Dot. [Making a face at her\ What I was going to 

Lady Cheshire. But don't you think, dear, you'd 
better not ? 

Dot. Well, I won't say what I was going to say, but 
what I do say is — ^Why the devil 

Lady Cheshire. Quite so. Dot! 

Dot. [A litUe disconcerted,] If they're tired of each 
other, they ought not to marry, and if father's going to 
make them 

Christine. You don't understand in the least. It's 

for the sake of the 

' Dot. Out with it. Old Sweetness! The approaching 
infant! God bless it! 

There is a stidden silence, for Keith and Latter 
are seen coming from the dining-room. 

Latter. That must be so, Ronny. 

Ketth. No, John; not a bit of it! 

Latter. You don't think t 

Keith. Good Gad, who wants to think after dinner! 

Dot. Come on! Let's play pool. [She turns at the 
billiard-room door,] Look here! Rehearsal to-morrow is 
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directly after breakfast; from "Ecclea enters breath- 
less" to the end. 

Mabel. Whatever made you choose "Caale," Dot? 
You know it's awfully difficult. 

Dot, Because it's the only pby that's not too ad- 
vanced. [The girls all go into the billiard'Toom. 

Ladt Cheshihb. Where's Bill, Bonny ? 

Keith. [IViiA a grimace] I rather think Sir Wilh'am 
and he are in Committee of Supply — Mem-Sahib. 

Labt CHEsHntE. Oh I 

She !ooka uneasily at the dining-Toom; then fol- 
lows the girla aid. 

IiATTEH. [In Hie tone of one resuming an aTguTnettt] 
There can't be two opinions about it, Ronny. Young 
Dunning's refusal is simply indefensible. 

Kettu. I don't agree a bit, John. 

Latter, Of course, if you won't listen. 

Keith. [Clipping a cigar] Draw it mild, my dear 
cbap. We've had the whole thing over twice at least. 

Latter. My point is this 

Keith. [Regarding Iuitter qaiszicalli/ vyith his half- 
chsed ^es] I know — I know^but the point is, how far 
your point is simply professional. 

Latter. If a man wrongs a woman, he ought to right 
her again. There's no answer to that. 

Keith. It all depends. 

Latter. That's rank opportunism. 

Kefth. Rats! Look here — Oh! hang it, John, one 
can't argue this out with a parson. 

Latter. \Frigi^y\ Why not? 
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Harold. [Wiw has entered from, the dining-room] 
Pull devil, pull baker! 

Keith. Shut up, Harold! 

Latter. "To play Ihe game" is the religion eveo of 
the Army. 

Keith. Exactly, but what m the gameF 

Latter. What else can it be in thia case? 

Keith. You're too puritanical, young John. You 
can't help it — line of country laid down for you. All 
drag-huntin'I What! 

Latter. [Wiih concentration} Look here I 

Harold. [Imitating ike action of a vutn jmUing tU a 
horse's head\ 'Come hup, I say, you hugly beast!' 

Keith. [To Latter] You're not going to draw me, 
old chap. You don't see where you'd land us all. [He 
gmokea caltrdy] 

Latter. How do you imagine vice takes its rise ? 
From precisely this sort of thing of young Dunning's. 

Keith. From human nature, I should have thought, 
John. I admit that I don't like a fellow's leavin' a girl 
in the lurch; but I don't see the use in drawin' hard and 
fast rules. You only have to break 'em. Sir William 
and you would just tie Dunning and the girt up together, 
willy-nilly, to save appearances, and ten to one but 
there'll be the deuce to pay in a year's time. You can 
take a horse to the water, you can't make him drink. 

Latter. I entirely and absolutely disagree with you. 

Harold. Good old John! 

Latter. At all events we know where your princi- 
ples lake you. 
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Keith. [Hather dajigeroudy] Where, please P [Hahold 
lurM up At* eye*, and poirU* downwards] Dry up, 
Har&Id! 

Latter. Did you ever hear the slory of Fauat? 
Keith. Now look here, Johu; with all due respect 
to your cloth, and all the politeness in the world, you 
may go to — blazes. 

Latter. Well, I must say, Ronny — of all the rude 

boors [He tum« towards the biUiard-roowi. 

Keith. Sorry I smashed the glass, old chap. 

Latter puses out. There vomes a mingUd sound 
through the opened door, of female voices, laugh- 
ter, and the click of biUiard baUa, clipped off hjj 
the sudden, closing of ike door. 
KsiTH. [Impersonally] Deuced odd, the way a par- 
son puts one's back up! Because you know I agree 
with him really; young Dunning ought to play the 
game; and I hope Sir William'll make him. 

The butler Jackson has entered from the door 
under the daira foUawed by the keeper Stud- 
Di^UAM, a man between ffiy and sixty, in a 
fuS^skirted coat -with big pockets, cord breeches, 
andgaUers; hehas a steady self-respecting weath- 
ered face, with Hue eyes and a short grey beard, 
which has obviously once been red. 
Keith. HuUo! Studdenham! 

SrmjDENHAM. [Touching his forehead^ Evenin', 
Captain Keith. 

Jacebon. Sir William still in the dining-room with 
Mr. Bill, MrP 
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Habold. [WUh a grimace] He is, Jackson. 

Jackson goes out to the dining-room. 

Keith. You've shot no pheasants yet, Studdenham ? 

Studdenham. No» sir. Only birds. Well be doin* 
the spinneys and the home covert while you're down. 

Keith. I say, talkin' of spinneys^— ^ 

He breaks off sharply ^ and goes out toith ELlrold 
into the biUiard-room. Sir William enters 
from the dining-room^ applying a gold tooth- 
pick to his front teeth. 

Sir William. Ah! Studdenham. Bad business this, 
about young Dunning! 

Studdenham. Yes, Sir William. 

Sir William. He definitely refuses to many her? 

Studdenham. He does that. 

Sir William. That won't do, you know. What rea- 
son does he give ? 

Studdenham. Won't say other than that he don't 
want no more to do with her. 

Sir William. God bless me! That's not a reason. 
I can't have a keeper of mine playing fast and loose in 
the village like this. [Turning to Lady Cheshire, who 
ha^ come in from the biUiard-room] That affair of young 
Dunning's, my dear. 

Lady Cheshire. Oh! Yes! I'm «o sony, Studden- 
ham. The poor girl! 

Studdenham. [Respectftdly] Fancy he's got a feeling 
she's not his equal, now, my lady. 

Lady Cheshire. [To herself] Yes, I suppose he has 
made her his superior. 
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Sir William. What? Eh! Quite! Quite! I was 
ju9t telling Studdenham the fellow must set the matter 
straight. We can't have open scandals in the village. 
If he wants to keep his place he must marry her at 



Lady Cheshire. [To her kitsband in a low voice] Is 
it right to force them ? Do you know what the girl 
wishes, Studdenham ? 

Studdenham. Shows a. spirit, my lady — saya ahe'U 
have him — willin' or not. 

Ladi Cheshire. A spirit? I see. If they marry like 
that they're sure to be miserable. 

SibWiluam. What! Doesn't follow at all. Besides, 
my dear, you ought to know by this time, there's an un- 
written law in these matters. They're perfectly well 
aware that when there are consequences, they have to 
take them. 

Stoddenham. Some o' these young people, my lady, 
they don't put two and two together no more than an 
old cock pheasant. 

Sib William. I'll give him till to-morrow. If he re- 
mains obstinate, he'll have to go; he'll get no character, 
Studdenham. Let him know what I've said. I like 
the fellow, he's a good keeper. I don't want to lose 
him. But this sort of thing I won't have. He must loe 
the mark or take himself off. Is he up here to-night ? 

Studdenham. Hangin' partridges. Sir William. Will 
you have him in ? 

Sir. William. [Hesitaiing] Yes — ^yes. Ill see him. 

Studdenham, Good-night to you, my lady. 
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Ladt Cheshire. Freda'9 not looking well, Studden- 

Studdenhau. She's a bit pemickitty with her food, 
that's where it ia. 

Ladt Chbshibe. I must try and make her eat. 

Sra WiujAM, Oh! Studdeiiham. We'll shoot the 
home covert first. What did we get htst year? 

Studdenham. [Producing the game-book; Ind vritk- 
out reference to H] Two hundred and fifty*three pheas- 
ants, eleven hares, fifty-two rabbits, three woodcock, 
sundry. 

Sir William. Sundry ? Didn't include a fox did it ? 
[Oravely] I was seriously upaet this morning at Wani- 
ham's spinney 

Studdenham. [Very gravely] You don't say, Sir 
Wilham; that four-yearnald he du look a handful! 

Sir William. [WUh a sharp look] You know well 
enough what I mean. 

Stdddenham. [Unmoved\ Shall I send young Dun- 
ning, Sir William P 

Sir William gives a short, sharp Twd, and Stdd- 
denham retires by the door under the liairs. 

Sir William. Old fox! 

Lady Cheshire. Don't be too hard on Dunning. 
He's very young. 

Sir William. [Paitijig her arm] My dear, you don't 
understand young fellows, how should you ? 

Ladt Cheshire. [With herfaitU irony] A husband 
and two sons not counting. [Th^tt oj the door under 
the glain is opened] Bill, now do 
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. be geotle with him. [Sluirpty] 



SiE WnxiAM, I'U 
Come inl 

Last Chgseire retires to the biiliard-room. She 
gives a look back and a half gmile at young 
DuNNiNa, a fair yoang man drcMed in brown 
cords aitd leggings, and holding kia cap in his 
hand; then goes oid. 

Sir William. Evenin', Dunning. 

DuNNiNQ. [Twisting his cap] Evenin', Sir William. 

SiH William. Studdenham's told you what I want 
to see you about ? 

Dunning. Yes, Sir, 

Sm William. The thing's in your hands. Take it or 
leave it. I don't put pressure on you, I simply won't 
have this sort of thing on my estate. 

Dunning. I'd like to say, Sir William, that she — 
[He stops]. 

Sib William. Yes, I daresay — Six of oi 
dozen of the other. Can't go into that. 

Dunning. No, Sir William. 

Sir Wiluam. I'm quite mild with you. 
first place. If you leave here you'll get n 

Dunning. I never meant any harm, sir. 

Sm William. My good fellow, you know the custom 
of the coimtry. 

Dunning. Yes, Sir William, but 

Sir Williau. You should have looked before you 
leaped. I'm not fordng you. If you refuse you must 
go, that's all. 

DuNOTNQ. Yes, Sir William. 



e and half a 



This is your 
o character. 
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Sir William. Well, now go along and take a day to 
think it over. 

Bill, who has sauntered moodily from the dining^ 

room^ stands by the stairs listening. Catching 

sight of him. Dunning raises his hand to his 

forelock. 

Dunning. Very good, Sir William. [He turns, fum^ 

lies, and turns again] My old mother's dependent on 

me 

Sir William. Now, Dwming, IVe no more to say. 

[Dunning goes sadly away under the stairs. 
Sir William. [Following] And look here! Just 

understand this [He too goes out 

Bill, lighting a cigarette, has approached the 
wriiing4able. He looks very glum. The biU- 
iard-room door is flung open. Mabel Lan- 
FARNE appears, and makes him a little curtsey. 
Mabel. Against my will I am bidden to bring you 
in to pooL 
Bill. Sony! I've got letters. 
Mabel. You seem to have become very conscien- 
tious. 
Bill. Oh! I don't know. 

Mabel. Do you remember the last day of the covert 
shooting? 
Bill. I do. 

MabeTj. [Suddenly] What a pretty girl Freda Stud- 
denham's grown! 
Bill. Has she ? 
Mabel. ''She walks in beauty.** 
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BiLi.. Really P Hadn't noticed. 

Mabel. Have you been taking lessons in conversa- 

BuJ-. Don't think so. 

Mabel. Oh! [There ia a silence] Mr. Cheshirel 

Bill. Miss Lanfame! 

Mabel. What's the niatter with you? Aren't you 
rather queer, considering thai I don't bite, and was 
rather a pal! 

Bill. [StoluSt/] I'm sorry. 

Then seeing that his inotker has come in from the 
bHHard-room, he sUa down at the writing4able. 

Ladt Cheshjri;. Miebel, dear, do take my cue. 
Won't you play loo. Bill, and fry and stop Ronny, he's 
too terrible ? 

Bill. Thanka. I've got these letters. 

Mabel taking the cue paanes back into the biUiard- 
room, whence comes out the sound of talk and 
laughter. 

Lady Cheshire. [Going over and standing behind 
her son's chair] Anything wrong, darling? 

Bill. Nothing, thanks. [Siubknly] I say, I wish yoii 
hadn't asked that girl here. 

Ladt Cheshire. Mabel! Why? She's wanted for 
rebearsab. I thought you got on so well with her last 
Christmas. 

Bill. [With a sort of sullen exasperation] A year ago. 

Lady Cheshire. The girls like her, so does your 
father; personally I must say I think she's rather nice 
snd Irish. 
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Bill. She's all right, I daresay. 

He looks round as ijio show his mother that he 
wishes to be left ahne. But Ladt Cheshire, 
having seen that he w about to look at her, is 
not looking at him. 

Ladt Cheshire. I'm afraid your father's been talk- 
ing to you, Bill. 

Bill. He baa. 

Ladt Cheshire. Debts? Do try and make allow- 
ances. \Wiih a faint ^nUe] Of course he is a little 

Bill. He is. 

Ladt Cheshire, I wish I could 

Bill. Oh, Lordl Don't ^ou get mixed up in it! 

Ladt Cheshire. It seems almost a pity that you 
told him. 

Bill. He wrote and asked me point blank what I 
owed. 

Ladt Cheshire. Oh! [Forcintj herself to sjteak in a 

casual voice] I happen to have a little money. Bill 

I think it would be simpler if 

Bill. Now look here, mother, you've tried that be- 
fore. I can't help spending money, I never shall be 
able, unless I go to the Cotonie , or something of the 

Ladt Cheshire. Don't talk like that, dear! 

Bill. I vxndd, for two straws! 

Ladt Cheshire. It's only because your father thinks 
auch a lot of the place, and the name, and your career. 
The Cheshirea are all like that. They've been here ao 
long; they're all — root 
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Bill. Deuced funny business my caicer will be, I 

expect! 

Ladt Cheshire. [Fluttering, but restraining heraelf 
teat he should see] But, Bill, why miwi you spend more 
than your allowance? 

Bill. Why — anything P I didn't make myself, 

Ladt Chesuire. I'm afraid we did that. It teas in- 
considerate, perhaps. 

Bill. Yes, you'd better have lefl me out. 

L*DT CntBHiRE. But why are you so — Only a 
little fuss about money! 

Bill. Ye-es. 

T.An r Cheshibb. You're not keeping anything froia 

Bill. [Facing her] No. [He then iumt very deliher- 
ately to ike writing things, and takes Up a pen] I must 
write these letters, please. 

Lady Cheishire. Bill, if there's any real trouble, you 
will tell me, won't you ? 
Bill, There's nothing whatever. 

He suddenly gets up and ivalks about. 
Lady Cheshire, too, moi'ea over to the fireplace. 
and afier an uneasy look at him, turns to the 
fire. Then, as '^trying to sTvilck off" his mood, 
she changes the subject abruptly. 
Lady Cheshire. Isn't it a pity about young Dun- 
ning? I'm so sorry for Rose Taylor. 

There ia a silence. Stealthily under the staircase 
Freda has erdered, and seeing only Bill, ad- 
vances io speak to him. 
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Bill. [Suddenly] Oh! well, you can't help these 
things in the oountiy. 

As he speaks, Freda stops dead, perceiving thai 
he is not alone; Bill, too, catching sight of her ^ 
starts. 
Lady Cheshire. [StUl speaking to the fire] It seems 
dreadful to force him. I do so believe in people doing 
things of their own accord. [Then seeing Freda standi- 
ing so uncertainly by the stairs] Do you want me, Freda ? 
Freda. Only your cloak, my lady. Shall I — begin it ? 
At this moment Sir William enters from the 
drawing-room. 
Lady Cheshire. Yes, yes. 

Sir William. [Genially] Can you give me another 
five minutes. Bill ? [Pointing to the bUliard-room] We'll 
come directly, my dear. 

Freda, vnth a look ai Bill, has gone back whence 

she came; and Lady Cheshire goes rdiutantly 

away into the biUiard-room. 

Sir William. I shall give young Dunning short 

shrift. [He moves over to the firepUice and divides his 

coat4ails\ Now, about you. Bill! I don't want to bully 

you the moment you come down, but you know, this 

can't go on. I've paid your debts twice. Shan't pay 

them this time unless I see a disposition to change your 

mode of life. [A pause] You get your extravagance 

from your mother. She's very queer — [A pause] — All 

the Winterleghs are like that about money. 

Bill. Mother's particularly generous, if that's what 
you mean. 
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Sm William. [Drilff] We will put il that way. [A 
pause] Al the present moment you owe, as I under- 
stand it, eleven hundred pounds. 

Bill. About that. 

Sir Willia-M. Mere flea-bite. [A pause] I've a prop- 
osition to moke. 

Bill, Won't it do to-morrow, sir? 

Sir William. "To-morrow" appears to be your 
motto in life. 

Bill. Thanks! 

Sir William, I'm anxious to change it to-day. [Dili. 
looka at him, in eilence] It's time you took your position 
seriously, instead of hanging about town, racing, and 
playing polo, and what not. 

Bill. Go ahead! 

At gomMhing daiigerous in his ivice. Sir Willluu 
modifies his attitude. 

Sib William, Theproposition's very simple, I can't 
suppose anything so rational and to your advantage will 
appeal to you, but [drily] I mention il. Marry a nice 
girl, settle down, and stand for the division; you can 
have the Dower House and fifteen hundred a year, and 
I'll pay your debts into the bargain. If you're elected 
I'll make it two thousand. Plenty of time to work up 
the constituency before we kick out these Infernal Rada. 
Carpet-bagger against you; if you go hard at it in the 
summer, it'll be odd if you don't manage to gel In your 
three days a week, next season. You can take Rocketer 
and that four-year-old — he's well up to your weight. 
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fully eight and a linlf inches of bone. You'll only want 
one other. And it Miss — if your wife means to hunt 

Bill. You've chosen my wife, then ? 

Sir William. [Wilh a quick look] I imagine, you've 
some girl in your mind. 

Bill. Ah! 

Sib WiLu.ui. Used not to be unnatural at your age. 
I married your mother at twenty-eight. Here you are, 
eldest son of a family that stands for something. The 
more I see of the times the more I'm convinced that 
everybody who is anybody has got to buckle to, and save 
the landmarks left. Unlesa we're true to our caste, and 
prepared to work for il, the luudcd classes are going to 
go under to this infernal democratic spirit in the air. 
The outlook's very serious. We're threatened in a hun- 
dred ways. If you mean business, you'll want a wife. 
When I came into the property I should have been lost 
without your mother. 

Bill. I thought this was coming. 

Sir William. [H'lfA a cerfaM genially] My dear 
fellow, I don't want to put a pistol to your head. You've 
had a slack rein so far, I've never objected to your 
sowing a few wild oata — so long as you — er — [Unseen 
by Sir William, Bill makes a sudden movement] Short 
of that — at all events, I've not inquired into your affairs, 
I can only judge by the — er — pecuniary evidence you've 
been good enough to afford me from time to time, I 
imagine you've lived like a good many young men in 
your position — I'm not blaming you, but there's a time 
for all things. 
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Bill. Whj doa't jou saj outright that jou want me 
(o many Mabd Ijmfanie ? 

Sib WiLUAjf. Well, I do. Giri's a nice one. Good 
faimlj — got a litUe nuwey — rides well. Isn't sbe g<ood- 
looking enough for you, or what? 

Bill. Quite, iVi«nl:a 

Sib Wiluam. I understood frua your mother that 
you and she were on good terms. 

Bill. Please don't drag mother into it. 

SiK WiLUAif. [(TiiA dangrrout polilfnei*] P^h&pa 
youTl be good enough to stale your objections. 

Bill, Must we go on with this? 

Sir William. I've never asked you to do anything 
for me before; I expect you to pay attention now. I've 
no wish to dragoon you into this particular marriage. 
If you don't caie for Miss Laufame, many a girl you're 
fond of. 

BiLu I refuse. 

Sib Wiujam. In that case you know what to loc^ 
out for. [Wilk a mdden ruak ofcholer] You young , , . 
[He checks kinutif and gtands glaring at Bill, who 
glares back at him] This means, I suppose, that you've 
got some entanglement or other. 

BiLu Suppose what you like, sir. 

SiH William. I warn you, if you play the black- 

Bnx. You can't force me like young Dunning. 

Hearing the raised voices Lady Cheshire haa 
come back from Ike hUtiard-room. 
Ladt Cheshibe. [Closing the t/oorj What is it? 
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Sib William. You deliberately refuse! Go away, 
Dorothy. 

Lady Cheshire. [ResoltUely] I haven't seen Bill for 
two months. 

Sir WHiUAM. What! [Hesitating] Well — ^we must 
talk it over again. 

Ladt Cheshire. Come to the billiard-room, both of 
you! Bill, do finish those letters! 

With a deft movement she draws Sir William 
toward the billiard-room^ and glances hack at 
Boll before going ovt, but he ha^ tamed to the 
writing4able. When the door is closed^ Bill 
looks into tne drawing-room^ then opens the door 
under the stairs; and hacking away towards the 
writing-UMe^ sits down there, and takes up a 
pen. Freda who has evidently been wailing , 
comes in and stands by the table. 
Bill. I say, this is dangerous, you know. 
Freda. Yes — ^but I must. 

Bill. WeU, then — {With natural recklessness] Aren't 
you going to kiss me ? 

Without moving she looks at him vnth a sort of 
miserable inquiry. 
Bill. Do you know you haven't seen me for eight 
weeks? 

Freda. Quite — long enough — ^f or you to have forgot- 
ten. 
Bill. Forgotten! I don't forget people so soon. 
Freda. No? 
Bill. What's the matter with you, Freda ? 
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Fbeda. [Aflcr a long Zoot] It'U never be as it was. 

BrLi„ \Jumjnng itp\ How d'you mean ? 

Freda. I've got something for yaa. ]Sbt take* a 
diamoful ring out of her drtss and kolda it ovi to him] 
I've not worn it since Cromer. 

BiLu Now, look here 

Freda. I've had uty bolidaj; I shan't get another in 
B hurrj-. 

Bill. Freda! 

Freda. YouT] be glad to be free. That fortnight's 
all you really loved me in. 

Bill. [Putting hU hands on her arms] I swear 

Freda. [Behixen her teeih] Mias Laofarne need never 
know about me. 

Bill. So that's it! I've told you a d<aen times — 
nothing's changed. [Freda looks at him and smile*. 

Bill. Oh! Wry welll If you vriU make yourself 
miserable. 

Pbeda. Everybody will be pleased. 

Bill. At what? 

Freda. When you many her. 

Bill. Thia b too bad. 

Freda. It's what always happens — even when it's nol 
B gentleman. 

Bill. That's enough. 

Freda. But J'm not like that girl down in the village. 
You needn't be afraid I'll say anylhing when — it comes. 
That's what I had to tell you. 

Bill. Whatl 

Freda. / can keep a secret. 
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Bill. Do you mean this ? [She bows her head. 

Bill. Good (rod! 

Freda. Father brought me up not to whine. Like 
the puppies when they hold them up by their tails. 
\With a sudden break in her voice] Oh! Bill! 

Bill. {With his head doton, seizing her hands] Freda! 

[He breaks avxiyfrcm her towards the fire] Good God! 

She stands looking ai him, then quietly slips atoay 

by the door under the staircase. Bill turns to 

speak to her, and sees that she has gone. He 

walks up to the fireplace, and grips the marUel' 

piece. 

Bill. By Jove! This is ! 

The curtain falls. 



ACT II 

The scene is Ladt Cheshire's morning room^ at ten 

o*dock on thefoUotoing day. It is a pretty room^ 

vrUh white panelled vxdls; and chrysanthemums and 

carmine lilies in howls. A large how window over- 

looks the park under a sou^-westerly sky, A piano 

stands open; a fire is burning; and the morning's 

correspondence is scattered on a writing4ahle. Doors 

opposite each other lead to the maids workroom^ and 

to a corridor, Ladt Cheshire is standing in the 

middle of the roomy looking at an opera doak, which 

Freda is holding out. 

Ladt Cheshire. Well, Freda, suppose jou just give 

it up! 

Freda. I don't like to be beaten. 

Ladt Cheshire. You're not to wony over your 

work. And by the way, I promised your father to 

make you eat more. [Freda smiles. 

Ladt Cheshire. It's all very well to smile. You 

want bracing up. Now don't be naughty. I shall 

give you a tonic. And I think you had better put that 

doak away. 

Freda. I'd rather have one more try, my lady. 

Ladt Cheshire. [Sitting down at her writing4able\ 

Very welL 

Freda goes out into her workroom^ as Jackson 

com£s in from the corridor. 

31 



32 



THE ELDEST SON 



ACT n 



» 



J&CKSON. Excuse me, my lady. There's a young 
woman from the village, says you wanted to see her. 

Labt Cheshire. Rose Taylor? .Ask her to come 
in. Ob! and Jackson the car for the meet please at 
half-pa^ ten. 

Jackson Having fxnced and viikdraicn, La.dt 
Cheshire ruts u-ilk marked si^ru ofnervoua- 
R£M, which she ka» only fast guppraged, when 
Rose Taylor, a slolid country girl, eomes in 
and stands waiting by the door. 
Lady CaEBHtRE. Well, Rose. Do come inl 

[Rose advances perhaps a couple of rieps. 
Lady CH£SHtRE. I just wondered whether you'd like 
to ask my advice. Your engagement with Dunning's 
broken off, isn't it ? 

Rose. Yes — but I've told him he's got to many me. 
Lady Cheshire. I seel And you think that'll be 
the wisest thing P 

Rose. [Stolidly] I don't know, my lady. He's got to. 
Lady Cheshire. I do hope you're a little fond of 
him still. 

Rose. I'm not. He don't deserve it. 
Lady Cheshire. And — do you think he's quite lost 
bb affection for you ? 

Rose. I suppose so, else he wouldn't treat me as he's 
done. He's after that — that — He didn't ought to treat 



Lady Cheshire. No, no — of course. 
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Rose. I've a-got nothing to think over, except what 
I know of. 

Lady Cheshibb. But for you both to many in that 
spirit! You know it's for life, Rose. [Looking ivio her 
face\ Fm always ready lo help you. 

Rose. [DroppiTig a very digJU cuHsey] Thank you, 
my lady, but I think he ought to marry me. I've told 
him he ought. 

Ladt Cheshire. [Sighing] Well, that's all I wanted 
tosay. It'saqueationof your self-respect; Ican'tpve 
you any real adviM. But just remember that if you 
want a friend 

Rose. [With a gulp] I'm not so 'ard, really. I only 
want him to do what's right by me. 

Ladt Cheshdie, [With a little lift of her cyehrovm — 
getiily] Yes, yea — I see. 

Rose. [Glancing hack at the door] I don't like meet- 
iog the servants. 

Ladt Cheshire. Come along, I'll take you out 
another way. [As they reach the door. Dot comes in. 

Dot. [With a glance at Rose] Can we have this room 
for the mouldy rehearsal. Mother ? 

Ladt Cheshire. Yea, dear, you can air it here. 

Holding the door open for Rose she follawa her 
out. And Dot, with a book of "Cade" m 
her hand, arranges the room according to a 



Dot. Chair — chair — table — chair — ^Dash! Table — 
piano — fire — window! [Producing a pocket comh] Comh 
for Ecclea. Cradle P — Cradle — [She viciouali/ dumpa a 



watU-papcT basket down, OTid drops a foolnloot into j'i] 
Brat! [Then reading fnyia the book gloomUy\ "Enter 
Ecclea breathless, Esther and Polly rise — -Esther puts 
on lid of bandbox," Bandbox! 

Searching for gomeihing to represent a bandbox, 
^te opens the ■uorkroon door. 
Dot. Freda? 

FsBDA eome* in. 

Dot. I say, Freda. Anything the matter? You 

seem awfully down. [Freda doe» not answer. 

Dot. You haven't looked anything of a lollipop 

Freda. I'm quite all right, thank you. Miss Dot. 

Dot, Has Mother beeu givin' you a tonic ? 

Fkeoa. [Smiling a little] Not yet. 

Dot, That doesn't account for it then. [With a 
rudden warm impulse] What is it, Freda ? 

Freda. Nothing, 

Dot. [Switching off on a different line of thought] 
Are you very busy this nnoming ? 

Freda. Only this cloak for my lady. 

Dot. Oh! that can wait, I may have to get you in 
to prompt, if I can't keep 'em straight. [Gloomily] They 
stray so. Would you mind ? 

Freda. [Stolidli/] I shall be very glad, Miss Dot 

Dot. [Eyeing her dubiously] All right. Let's see — ■ 
what did I want ? 

Joan Aim come in. 

Joan. Look here. Dot; about the baby in this scene. 
I'm sure I ought to make more of it. 
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Dot. Romantic little beoat! [She phtclcs Ike footstool 
out by one ear, and holds il forth] Let's see you try! 

Joan. \Recoiling\ But, Dot, what are we really going 
to have for Ihe baby P I can'l rehearse with that thing. 
Can't you surest something, Freda ? 

Fhbda. Borrow a real one. Miss Joan. There are 
some that don't count much. 
Joan. Freda, how horrible! 

Dot. [Dropping the footstool back hdo the baak^ 
You'll jusl put up with what you're given. 

Thert as Christine and Mabel Lanfahne coma 
in, Freda turns ahrupUy and goes out. 
Dot. Buck up! Where are Bill and Harold? [To 
Joan] Go and find them, mouse-cat. 

Bid Bill arid Varolii, foUotoed by Latter, are 
already in the doorway. They come in, and 
Latter, stumbling over the -waste-paper basket, 
takes it up to improve its position. 
Dot. Drop that cradle, John! \As he picks tkefoot- 
^ool out of it] Leave the baby in! Now then! Bill, 
you enter there! [She points to the workroom door where 
Bill and Masel range themselves dose to the piano; 
while Harold goes to the window] John! get off the 
stage! Now then, "Ecclea enters breathless, Esther 
and Polly rise." Wail a minute. I know now. [She 
opens the workroom door] Freda, I wanted a band- 
box. 

Habold. [CheeTfuOy] I hate beginning to rehearse, 
you know, you feel such a fooL 
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Dot. [WUk her bandbox — ghomUi/] You'll feel more 
of a fool wheo you have begun. [To Bill, who it far- 
ing into Ike workroom.] Shut the door. Now. 

[Bill skids the door. 

Latter. [Advancing] Look here! I want to clear 
up a point of psychology before we start. 

Dot. Good Lord! 

Latter. When I bring in the milk — ought 1 to bring 
it in seriously — as if I were accustomed — I mean, I 
mwnlain that if I'm 

Joan. Oh! John, but I don't think it'a meant that 
you should 

Dot. Shut up! Go back, John! Blow the milkl 
Begin, begin, begin! Bill! 

Latter. [Turning round and again advancing] But 
I think you underrate the importance of my entrance 
altogether. 

Mabel. Ohl no, Mr. Latter! 

Latter. I don't in the least want to destroy the bal- 
ance of the scene, but I do want to be clear about the 
spirit. What is the spirit ? 

Dot. [WUh gloom] Rollicking! 

Latter, Well, I don't think so. We shall run a. 
great risk with this play, if we rolliclc 

Dot. Shall weP Now look here 1 

Mabel. [Sofilt/ to Bill] Mr. Cheshire! 

Bill. [Desperately] Let's gel on! 

Dot. [Waving 'Lh.tter back] Begin, begin! At last 1 
Bvt Jackson has come in. 
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Jackson. [To Christine] Studdenham says, M'm, if 
the young ladies want to see the spaniel pups, he's 
brought *em round. 

Joan. [Starting up] Oh! come on, John! 

[She flies towards the door, followed by Latter. 

Dot. [Gesticulaiing wiih her hoo1c\ Stop! You 

[Christine and Harold also rush past. 

Dot. [Despairingly] First pick! [Tearing her hair] 
Pigs! Devils! [She rushes after them. 

Bill and Mabel are left alone. 

Mabel. [Mockingly] And don't you want one of the 
spaniel pups? 

Bill. [PainftMy reserved and sullen, and conscious of 
the workroom door] Can't keep a dog in town. You 
can have one, if you like. The breeding's all right. 

Mabel. Sixth pick ? 

Bill. The girb'P give you one of theirs. They only 
fancy they want 'em. 

Mabel. [Moving nearer to him, unthh^r hands clasped 
behind her] You know, you remind me awfully of your 
father. Except that you're not nearly so polite. I don't 
understand you English — fiords of the soil. The way 
you have of disposing of your females. [With a sudden 
change of voice] What was the matter with you last 
night ? [Softly] Won't you tell me ? 

Bill. Nothing to tell. 

Mabel. Ah! no, Mr. Bill. 

Bill. [Almost succumhing to her voice — then sullenly] 
Worried, I suppose. 
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M-iBEL. [Rduminglo her mocking] Quite got over it ? 

Bill. Dod'I chaff me, please. 

Mabeu Vou really are rather fomudable. 

BnJ- Thanka. 

Mabel. But, you know, I love to cross a field where 
there's a bulL 

Bill. Really! Very interesting, 

M.4BEU The way of their only seeing one thing at a 
lime. [Ske moves back as he advances] And overturning 
people on the journey. 

Bill. Hadn't you better be a little careful ? 

Mabbi- And never to see the hedge until they're 
stuck in it And then straight from that hedge into the 
opposite one. 

Bill. {Savage}>J\ What makes you bail me this morn- 
ing of all mornings F 

Mabel. The beautiful morning! [Suddenly] It must 
be dull for poor Freda working in there with all this fun 



Bill. [Glancing at the door] Fun you call it ? 

Mabel. To go back to you, now — Mr. Cheshire. 

Bill, No. 

Mabel. You always make me feel so Irish. la it 
because you're so English, d'you think ? Ah! I can see 
him moving his ears. Now he's pawing the ground — • 
He's started! 

Biu. Miss Lanfamet 

Mabxl, \StiU backing away froia him, and drawing 
him on vnth her eyes and »m,ile] You can't help coming 
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after me! [Then wiih a sudden change to a sort of stem 
gravity] Can jou ? Youll feel that when IVe gone. 

They stand quite stilly looking into each other* s 
eyes and Freda, who has opened the door of 
the workroom stares at them, 
Mabel. [Seeing her] Here's the stile. Adieu^ Mon- 
sieur le taureau! 

She puts her hand behind her^ opens the door, and 
slips through, leaving Bill to turn, following 
the direction of her eyes, and see Freda wiih 
the doak stiU in her hand. 
Bill. [Slowly wdUdng towards her] I haven't slept 
all night. 
Freda. No? 
Bill. Have jou been thinking it over? 

[Freda gives a hitter little laugh. 
Bill. Don't! We must make a plan. I'll get you 
away. I won't let you suffer. I swear I won't. 
Freda. That will be clever. 

Bill. I wish to Heaven my affairs weren't in such a 
mess. 

Freda. I shall be — all — aright, thank you. 
Bill. You must think me a blackguard. [She shakes 
her head] Abuse me — say something! Don't look like 
that! 
Freda. Were you ever really fond of me ? 
Bill. Of course I was, I am now. Give me your 
hands. 

She looks at him, then drags her hands from his^ 
and covers her face. 
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Bill. [Clenchinji kiaJUU] Look herel 111 prove il. 
[Then as she mddenty jfinga her arm* round hU neck and 
ding» to him] There, there! 

There is a dick of a- door handle. Tkey start away 
from each other, and see Ladt Cheshihe: rc- 
garding them. 
Lady Cheshire. \Withovi irony] I heg your pardon. 
She makes as if to withdraw from, an ■unioarrarded 
intrusion, but suddenly tumittg, ilawh, with 
tips pressed togeifier, wailing. 
Ladt Cheshire. Yes ? 

Freda has muffled her face. But Bill turns and 
confronts his mother. 
Bill. Don't say anything against herl 
Ladt Cheshire. [Tries io speak to him and fails — 
then to Freda] Please — go! 

Bill. [Taking Freda's arm] No. 

Ladt Cheshire, after a moment's hesitation, her- 
self moves towards the door. 
Bill. Stop, mother! 
Ladt Cheshire. I think perhaps not. 
Bill. [Looking at Freda, who is cowering as though 
from a blow] It's a d— d ahamel 
Ladt Cheshire. It is. 

Bill. [Wilk sudden resolution] It's not as you think. 
I'm engaged to be married to her. 

[Freda gives him a wild stare, and turns away. 
Ladt Cheshire. [Looking from one to the other] I — 
don't — think— I— quite — understand . 
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Bill. [With the bruidUiy ofkU mortification] What I 
said was plain enough. 
Lady Cheshire. Bill! 
Bill. I tell you I am going to many her. 
Lady Cheshire. [To Freda] Is that true? 

[Freda gulps and remains silent. 

Bill. If you want to say anything, say it to me, 
mother. 

Lady Cheshire. [Gripping the edge of a little taUe] 
Give me a chair, please. [Bill gives her a chair. 

Lady Cheshire. [To Freda] Please sit down too. 

Freda sits on the piano stool, still turning her 
face avxiy. 

Lady Cheshire. [Fixing her eyes on Freda] NowI 

Bill. I fell in love with her. And she with me. 

Lady Cheshire. When? 

Bill. In the summer. 

Lady Cheshire. Ah! 

Bill. It wasn't her fault. 

Lady Cheshire. No? 

Bill. \Wiih a sort of menace] Mother! 

Lady Cheshire. Forgive me, I am not quite used 
to the idea. You say that you — are engaged ? 

Bill. Yes. 

Lady Cheshire. The reasons against such an en- 
gagement have occurred to you, I suppose? [With a 
sudden change of tone] Bill! what does it mean? 

Bill. If you think she's trapped me into this • 
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Ladt Chebhihb. I do nol. Neither do I think ahe 
has been trapped. I think nothing. I underetand 
nothing. 

Bill. [Griinli/] GoodI 

Ladt Cheshire], How long has thia — engagement 
lasted? 

Bill, [AJler a silence] Two months. 

Lady Cheshire, [Suddenly] Thia is — thia ia quite 
impossible. 

Bill. You'll find it isn't. 

Ladt Cheshire. It's atmple misery. 

Bill. [Pointing to ike vMrkroom] Go and wait in 
there, Frada,. 

Last Cheshire. [Qu-ickly] And are you still in love 
with her? 

Freda, moving lowarih the workroom, smothers 

Bill. Of course I am. 

Freda has gone, and as she goes, Ladt Chishire 
rises suddenly, forced by the intense feeling she 
has been keeping in hand. 
Ladt Cheshire. Bill! Oh, Bill! What does it all 
mean ? [Bill, looking from side to aide, onli/ ahrvgs his 
shoyMers] You are not in love with her now. It's no 
good telling me you are. 
Bill. I am. 

Ladt Cheshire. That's not exactly how you would 
Bpeak if you were. 

BiLi- She's in love with me. 

L&DT CHfSHiRS. [BmeHy] I suppose ao. 
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Bill. I mean to see that nobody runs her do¥m. 

Ladt Cheshire. [WUh difficulty] Bill! Amlahaid, 
or mean woman ? 

Bill. Mother! 

Lady Cheshire. It*s all your life — and — ^your fath- 
er's — and — all of us. I want to understand — I must 
understand. Have you realised what an awful thing 
this would be for us all? It*s quite impossible that 
it should go on. 

Bill. I'm always in hot water with the Governor, 
as it is. She and I'll take good care not to be in the 
way. 

Lady Cheshirb. Tell me everything! 

Bill. I have. 

Lady Cheshire. I'm your mother, BilL 

Bill. What's the good of these questions ? 

Lady Cheshire. You won't give her away — ^I see! 

Bill. I've told you all there is to tell. We're en- 
gaged, we shall be married quietly, and — and — go to 
Canada. 

Lady Cheshire. If there weren't more than that to 
tell you'd be in love with her now. 

Bill. I've told you that I am. 

Lady Cheshire. You are noi, [Almost fiercely] I 
know — ^I know there's more behind. 

Bill. There — ^is — ^nothing. 

Lady Cheshire. [Baffled^ hid unconvinced] Do you 
mean that your love for her has been iust what it mi^ht 
have been for a lady ? 

Bill. [BiUerly] Why not? 
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Ladt Cheshire. [WUh painful ironi/] It is not so 
as a rule. 

Biu-. Up to now I've never heard you or the girla 
say a word against Freda. This isn't the moment to 
be^n, please. 

Lady Cheshire:. [Solemnly] AH such marriages end 
in wretchedness. You haven't a taste or tradition in 
common. You don't know what marriage is. Day 
after day, year after year. It's no use being sentimen- 
tal—tor people brought up as we are to have dif- 
ferent manners is worse than to have different souls. 
Besides, it's poverty. Your father will never forgive 
you, and I've practically nothing. What can you do? 
You have no profession. How are you going to stand 
it; with a woman who ? It's the httle things. 

Bill. I know all that, thanks. 

Lady Cheshihg. Nobody does till they've been 
through it. Marriage is hard enough when people are 
of the same class. [IFt(A a sudden movement towards 
him} Oh! my dear — before it's too late! 

Bill. [AJler a struggh] It's no good. 

Lady Cheshire. It's not fair to her. It can only 
end in her misery. 

Bill. Leave that to me, please. 

Lady CHBaiiiKE. [W^h an almost angry vehemence] 
Only the very finest can do such things. And you — 
don't even know what trouble's like. 

Bill, Drop It, please, mother. 

Lady Cheshire. Bill, on your word of honour, are 
you acting of your own free will? 
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Bill. [Breaking away from her] I can't stand anj 
more. [He goes out into the vxyrkroom, 

Ladt Cheshire. What in God's name shall I do ? 
In her distress she walks up and dovm the room, 
then goes to the workroom door^ and opens it. 
Ladt Cheshire. Come in here, please, Freda. 

After a second^s paTise^ Freda, white and trem- 
bling , appears in the doorway, followed by Bill. 
Ladt Cheshire. No, Bill. I want to speak to her 

alone. 

Bill does not move. 

Ladt Cheshire. [IcUy] I must ask you to leave us. 
Bill hesitates; then shrugging his shotUders, he 
touches Freda's arrnsy and goes back into the 
workroom^ closing the door. There is silence. 

Ladt Cheshire. How did it come about ? 

Freda. I don't know, my lady. 

Ladt Cheshire. For heaven's sake, child, don't call 
me that again, whatever happens. [She walks to the 
window^ and speaks from there] I know well enough 
how love comes. I don't blame you. Don't cry. But, 
you see, it's my eldest son. [Freda pvts her hand to her 
breast] Yes, I know. Women always get the worst of 
these things. That's natural. But it's not only you — 
is it ? Does any one guess ? 

Freda. No. 

Ladt Cheshire. Not even your father? [Freda 
shakes her head] There's nothing more dreadful than 
for a woman to hang like a stone round a man's neck. 
How far has it gone ? Tell me! 
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Freda. I can't. 

Ladt CHESHinE. Come! 

Freda. I^woii't. 

Ladt Cheshire. [Smiling painfuUi/l. Won't give 
him away ? Both of you the same. What's the use of 
that with me? Look at me! Wasn't he with you when 
you went for your hohday this summer? 

Freda. He's — always — behaved — litie^a— gentle- 



Ladt Cheshire. Like a man — you mean! 

Freda. It hasn't been his faultt I love him so. 

Ladt Cheshire turns abniply, and begins to 
walk up and down the room. Then stopping, 
she looks intently at Freda. 

Ladt Cheshire. I don't know what to say to you. 
It's simple madness! It can't, and shan't go on. 

Freda. [Sailenli/] I know I'm not hia equal, but I 
am — somebody. 

Lady Cheshire. [Answering this jir^ assertion of 
rights -wiih a sudden steeliness] Does he love you nowf 

Fheda. That's not fair — it's not fair. 

Ladt Cheshire, If men are like gunpowder, Freda, 
women are not. If you've lost him it's been your own 
fault. 

Freda. But he does love me, he must. It's only four 
months. 

Lady Cheshire. [Looking down, and speaking rap~ 
idly] Listen to me, I love my son, but I know him — I 
know all his kind of man. I've lived with one for thirty 
years. I know the way their senses work. When they 
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want a thing they must have it, and then — they're 
Sony. 

Fbeda. [Sullenly] He's not sony. 

Lady Cheshire. Is his love big enough to cany you 
.both over everything? . • . You know it isn't. 

Fbeda. If I were a lady» you wouldn't talk like that. 

Lady Cheshibe. If you were a lady there'd be no 
trouble before either of you. You'U make him hate you. 

Fbeda. I won't believe it. I could make him happy 
— out there. 

Lady Cheshire. I don't want to be so odious as to 
say all the things you must know. I only ask you to 
try and put yourself in our position. 

Fbeda. Ah, yes! 

Lady Cheshibe. You ought to know me better than 
to think I'm purely selfish. 

Fbeda. Would you like to put yourself in my posi* 
tion ? [iS^ throws up her head. 

Lady Cheshibe. What! 

Fbeda. Yes. Just like Rose. 

Lady Cheshire. [In a low^ horror-stricken voice] Oh! 
There is a dead silence^ then going svnftly up to 
her, she looks straight into Freda's eyes. 

Freda. [Meeting her gaze] Oh! Yes — it's the truth. 
[Then to Bill who has come in from the toorkroom, she 
gosps oy£] I never meant to telL 

BniU Well, are you satisfied ? 

Lady Cheshire. [Below her breath] This is terrible! 

Bill. The Gt>vemor had better know. 

Lady Cheshire. Oh! no; not yet! 
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Bill. Waiting won't cure it! 

The diHir/nim the eorridoT i* thrown open; Chhis- 
TiNK and Dot run in with their copies of the 
•play in lA«t> kande; seeing Oud gometking u 
wrong, they Hand Mill. After a look at his 
molltrr. Bill lurjui ahrujAly, and goes hack into 
the workroom. Ijldy CuEauiaE moves towards 
the window, 
Joan. [Folhioing her nstert] The car'a round. 
Wliiit'ji the mailer? 
Dot. Shut upl 

SiH William's voioe is heard from the corridor 

callitig" Dorothy J" AeljiBY Chebhire, pass- 

itig her handkercltiefoxvr her face, turns round, 

he mtfrit. He is infittt hunting dress: wdl- 

tivalhercd pink, btickakins, and mahogany lops. 

Sir Wiluau. Just off, my dear. [To his daughters, 

i7miW/y] ttchenrsjn'? Whatl [He goes up to Freda 

holding out hi* gloi'rd right hand] Button that for me, 

VViid, v\i>uld you r It's a bit stiff! 

f^tKOA hnUonji the glokr: Ladt Cheshire and 
Ih^ girin H\tUhii*0 m hypnotic sUenee. 
SiH WiUJAM. Thtrnk ymil "Bithuv as May"; acmt 
<Mi]^l to be fir!t-nit<>. [To Laiit Cheshirk] Good-bye, 
m)' iWr! SKm)»on'« Gw^se — beat day ol the whole 
\<««r. [H* fMt* Joan on Ote tkomUtr] Wish you wm 
<v<mm' ntit. Jomi. 

Itt ftiM «Nrf, lM\imig At iMr eyw. ami «t JUa 
.fint^ffif mti Ikt Mmk ^hia ifmn St caifw 
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Christine. Mother? What ? 

Bid Lady Cheshire toaves the question agide^ 
passes her daiighter^ and goes out into the cor- 
ridor. The sound of a motor car is heard, 

Joan. [Running to the vnndow] They've started — ! 
—Chris! What is it? Dot? 

Dot. Bill, and her! 

Joan. But what? 

Dot. [Gloomily] Heaven knows! Go away, you're 
not fit for this. 

Joan. [Aghast] I am fit. 

Dot. I think not 

Joan. Chris? 

Christine. [In a hard voice] Mother ought to have 
told us. 

Joan. It can't be very awful. Freda's so good. 

Dot. Call yourself in love, you milk-and-water — 
kitten! 

Christine. It's horrible, not knowing anything! I 
wish Ronny hadn't gone. 

Joan. ShaU I fetch John? 

Dot. John! 

Christine. Perhaps Harold knows. 

Joan. He went out with Studdenham. 

Dot. It's always like this, women kept in blinkers. 
Rose-leaves and humbug! That awful old man! 

Joan. Dot! 

Christine. Don't talk of father like that! 

Dot. Well, he is! And Bill will be just like him at 
fifty! Heaven help Freda, whatever she's done! I'd 
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private in a German ifgiment than a 
woman. 

Joan. Dot, you're awful. 
Dot. You — ^mouse-hearted — linnet I 
Christine. Don't talk that nonsense about womeal 
Dot. You're married and out of it; and Ronny'g not 
one of these terrific John Bulls. [To Joan ipko hat 
opened tkedoorl Looking for John P No good, my dear; 
lath and plaster. 

Joan. [Froin. the door, in a frightened wkisperl Here's 
Mabel! 

Dot. Heavens, and the waters under the earth! 
Christine. If we only knew! 

As Mabel eomea in, the three girls are eilenl, tcUh 
iJieir eyes fixed cm their books. 
Mabel. The silent company. 

Dot. [Looking straight ai k^] We're chucking it for 
to-day. 

Mabel. What's the matter ? 
Christine. Oh! nothing. 
Dot. Something's happened. 

Mabel. Really! I am sorry. [He^alingl Is it bad 
enough for me to go ? 

Christine. Oh! no, Mabel! 

Dot, [Sardonicalli/] I should think very likely. 

WhUe she is looking from face loface. Bill covies 
in from the workroom. He starts to walk 
across the room, but stops, and looks stolidly at 
the four girls. 
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Bill. Exactly! Fact of the matter is. Miss Lan- 
fame, I'm engaged to my mother's maid. 

No one moves or epeake. Suddenly Mabel 
Lanfabne ffoes towarde him^ holding out her 
hand. Bill does not take her hand, but bows. 
Then after a swift glance at the girls* faces 
Mabel goes out into the corridor, and the three 
girls are left staring at their brother. 
Bill. [Coolly] Thought you might like to know. 

[He, too, goes out into the corridor. 
Christixe. Great heavens! 
Joan. How awful! 

Christixe. I never thought of anything as bad as that. 
Joan. Oh! Chris! Something must be done! 
Dot. [Suddenly to herself] Ha! When Father went up 
to have his glove buttoned! 

There is a sounds Jackson has come in from the 
corridor. 
Jackson. [To Dot] If you please. Miss, Studden- 
ham's brought up the other two pups. He's just out- 
side. Will you kindly take a look at them, he says ? 

There is silence. 
Dot. [Suddenly] We can't. 
Christine. Not just now, Jackson. 
Jackson. Is Studdenham and the pups to wait, M'm ? 
Dot shakes her head violently. Bid Studden- 
ham is seen already standing in the doorway , 
with a spaniel puppy in either side-pocket. He 
com>es in, and Jackson stands wailing behind 
Am. 



Si 



THE ELDEST SON 



Stoddenham. This fellow's ihe best. Miss Dot. 
[He protrudes the rlgltt-kand pocket] I was keeping 
him for my girl — a proper breedy one — takes after hia 
father. 

The girls stare at him in silence. 

Dot, [Hastily] Thanks, Studdenham, I see. 

Studdenham. I won't lake 'em out in here. They're 
rather bold yet. 

Christine. [DespeTolety] No, no, of course. 

Studdenham. Then you tbinlc you'd like him. Miss 
DotP The other's got a white cheat; she's a lady. 

[He pmirudes the left-hand pocket. 

Dot. Oh, yes! Studdenham; thanks, thanks awfully, 

Stoddenham. Wonderful faithful creatures; follow 
you like a woman. You can't shake 'em off anyhow. 
[He protrudes the right-hand pocket] My girl, she'd set 
her heart on him, but she'll just have to do without. 

Dot. [As though galvanised] Oh! no, I can't take it 
away from her. 

Stcddenham. Bleaa you, she won't mmd! That's 
settled, then. [He turns to the door. To the Puppy] 
Ah! would you! Tryin' to wriggle out of it! Regular 
young limb! [He goes out, followed by Jacebon. 

Christine. How ghastly! 

Dot. [Stiddenly catching sight of the book in her hand] 
"Caatel" [She gives verd to a short sharp laugh. 

The curtain faUs. 



ACT III 

It is five o'clock of the same day. The scene is the 
smoking-room, with walls of Leander red, covered 
by old steeplechase and hunting prints. Armchairs 
encircle a high-fendered hearth, in which afire is 
burning. The curtains are not yet dravm across 
muUioned windows; but electric light is burning. 
There are two doors, leading, the one to the billiard' 
room, the other to a corridor. Bill is pacing up and 
down; Harold, at the fireplace, stands looking at 
him with commiseration. 
Bill. What's the time? 

Harold. Nearly five. They won't be in yet, if that's 
any consolation. Always a tough meet — [sofUy] as the 
tiger said when he ate the man. 

Bill. By Jove! You're the only person I can stand 
within a mile of me, Harold. 

Harold. Old boy! Do you seriously think you're 
going to make it any better by marrying her ? 

[Bill shrugs his shoulders, still pacing the room. 
Bill. Look here! I'm not the sort that finds it easy 
to say things. 
Harold. No, old man. 

Bill. But I've got a kind of self-respect though you 
wouldn't think it! 

Harold. My dear old chap! 

53 
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Bill. This is about as low-down a thing as one could 
have done, I suppose — one's own mother's maid; we've 
known her since she was so high. I see it now that — 
I've got over the attack. 

Harold. But, heavensl if you're no longer keen on 
ber. Bill! Do apply your reason, old boy. 

There is silence; while Bill again ■paces up and 
doxim. 

Bill. If you think I care two straws about the 
morality of the thing 

Hakold. Oh ! my dear old man ! Of course not ! 

Bill. It's ^mply that I shall feel such a d — d skunk, 
if I leave her in the lurch, with everybody knowing. 
Try it yourself; you'd soon see! 

Harold. Poor old chap! 

Bill. It's not as if sbe'd tried to force me into it. 
And she's a soft little thing. Why I ever made such a 
sickening ass of myself, I can't think. I never meant — 

Hahold. No, 1 know! But, don't do anything rash. 
Bill; keep your bead, old man I 

Bill. I don't see what loss I should be, if I did dear 
out of the country. [The sound of cannoning biUiard 
baUs is heard\ Who's that knocking the balls about ? 

Harold. John, I expect. [The sound ceases. 

Bill. He's coming in here. Can't stand that! 

As Latter appears from, the billiard-7w>vi, ht 
goes huTiiedlij out. 

Latter, Was that Bill? 

Harold, Yes, 

Latter. Well? 
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Habold. [Pacing up and down in his turri] Rat in a 
cage is a fool to him. This is the sort of thing you read 
of in books, John! WhaX price your argument with 
Ronny now ? Well, it's not too late for you luckily. 

Latteb. What do you mean? 

Harold. You needn't connect yourself with this ec- 
centric family! 

Latteb. I'm not a bounder, Harold. 

Harold. GqoAX 

Latter. It's terrible for your sisters. 

Harold. Deuced lucky we haven't a lot of people 
staying here! Poor mother! John, I feel awfully bad 
about this. If something isn't done, pretty mess I shall 
be in. 

Latter. How? 

Harold. There's no entail If the Governor cuts 
Bill off, itil all come to me. 

Latter. Oh! 

Harold. Poor old Bill! I say, the play! Nemesis! 
What? Moral! Caste don't matter. Got us fairly on 
the hop. 

Latter. It's too bad of Bill. It really is. He's be- 
haved disgracefully. 

Harold. [WamUy] Well! There are thousands of 
fellows who'd never dream of sticking to the girl, con- 
sidering what it means. 

Latter. Perfectly disgusting! 

Harold. Hang you, John! Haven't you any human 
sympathy? Don't you know how these things come 
about ? It's like a spark in a straw-yard. 
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Latter. One doesn't take lighted pipes into straw^ 
yards unless one's an idiot, or worse. 

HAJtOLD. H'm! [IVitk a grin] you're not allowed to- 
bacco. In the gcx>d old days no one would have thought 
anything of this. My great-grandfather 

Latter. Spare me your great-grandfather. 

Hahold. I could tell you of at least a dozen men I 
know who've been through this same business, and got 
off scot-free; and now because Bill's going to play the 
game, it'll smash him up. 

Latteb. Why didn't be play the game at the hegia- 

Hahold. I can't stand your sort, John. When a 
thing like this happens, all you can do is to cry out: 
Why didn't he— ? Why didn't she— ? What's to be 
done — that's the point I 

Latter. Of course he'll have to 

Harold. Ha! 

Latter. What do you mean by — thai ? 
Harold. Look here, John! You feel in your bones 
that a matriage'U be hopeless, just as 1 do, knowing 
Bill and the girl and everything! Now don't you? 
Latter. The whole thing is— is most unfortunate. 
Harold. By Jove! I should think it was ! 

As he speaks Christine and Keith come in 
from the biUiard-TOOTii. He is still in splashed 
kmding dolhes, and looks exceptionaUy wealh- 
ered, thin-lipped, reliceni. He lighis a cigarette 
and sinks into an armchair. Behind them Dot 
and Joan have come stealing in. 
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Chbistinb. I've told Ronny. 
Joan. This waiting for father to be told is awful. 
Habold. [ To Keith] Where did you leave the old man ? 
Keith. Clackenham. He'll be home in ten minutes. 
Dot. Mabel's going. [They all stir, as if at fresh con- 
sciousness of discomftvre]. She walked into Gracely and 
sent herself a telegram. 
Harold. Phew! 

Dot. And we shall say good-bye, as if nothing had 
happened! 
Harold. It's up to you, Ronny. 

Keith, looking at Joan, slowly emits smoke; and 
Latter passing his arm through Joan's, draws 
her away with him into the bUliard-room. 
Keith. Dot? 

Dot. I'm not a squeamy squirreL 
Keith. Anybody seen the girl since ? 
Dot. Yes. 
Harold. Well? 
Dot. She's just sitting there. 
Christine. [In a hard voice] As we're all doing. 
Dot. She's so soft, that's what's so horrible. If one 

could only feel ! 

Keith. She's got to face the music like the rest of us. 
Dot. Music! Squeaks! Ugh! The whole thing's like 
a concertina, and some one jigging it! 

They aU turn as the door opens, and a Footbian 
enters with a tray of whiskey, gin, lemons, and 
soda water. In dead silence the Footman pruts 
ihe tray doum. 
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Hahold, [Forcing his voice\ Did you get a run. 
Bonny? [As Keith nodal What point? 

Keith. Eiglit mile. 

Footman. Will you take tea, sir? 

Ketth. No, thanks, Charles! 

In dead silence again the FoOTMAN goes old, mid 
tkey all look ajler him. 

Harold. [Below his breaVi] Good Gad! That's a 
Bcjueeze of itt 

Keith. What's our line of country to be? 

Cheistinb, All depends on father. 

Keitb. Sir William's between the devil and the deep 
sea, as it strikes me. 

Chhibtine. He'll simply forbid it utterly, of course. 

Keith. H'm! Hard case! Man who reads family 
prayers, and lessons on Sunday forbids son to 

Christine. Bonny! 

Keith, Great ScottI I'm not saying Bill ought to 
marry her. She's got to stand tie racket, But your 
Dad will have a tough job to take up that position. 

Dot, AwfuDy funny! 

Christine. What on earth d'you mean. Dot? 

Dot. Morality in one eye. and your title in the 
other! 

Chbibtine. Rubbish! 

Harold. You're all reckoning without your Bill, 

Keith. Ye-es, Sir William can cut him off; no 
mortal power can help the title going down, if Bill 

be such a 

\He draws in his brealh with a sharp kiss. 
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Habold. I won't take what Bill ought to hare; nor 
would any of you girls, I should think 

Chbistinb and Dor. Of course not! 

Keith. [Patting his totfe^s arm] Hardly the point, 
b it? 

Dot. If it wasn't for mother! Freda's just as much 
of a lady as most girls. Why shouldn't he many her. 
and go to Canada ? It's what he's really fit for. 

Habold. Steady on. Dot! 

Dot. Well, imagine him in Parliament! That's what 
hell come to, if he stays here — ^jolly for the country! 

Chbistinb. Don't be cynical! We must find a way 
of stopping BilL 

Dot. Me cynical! 

Chbistine. Let's go and beg him, Ronny! 

Keith. No earthly! The only hope is in the girl. 

Dot. She hasn't the stuff in her! 

Habold. I say! What price young Dunning! Right 
about face! Poor old Dad! 

Chbistine. It's past joking, Harold! 

Dot. [Oloomily] Old Studdenham's better than most 
relations by marriage! 

Keith. Thanks! 

Chbistine. It's ridiculous — ^monstrous! It's fan- 
tastic! 

Habold. [Holding up his hand] There's his horse 
going round. He's in! 

They turn from listening to the sound, to see Lady 
Cheshibe coming from the biUiard-room. She 
is very pale. They all rise and Dot puts an 
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arm, round her; while Keith pmha forward 
his chair. Joan and Latteb too haiJe come 
stealing back. 

Ladt Cheshire. Thank you, Ronny! 

[She ails down. 

Dot. Mother, you're shivering! Shall I get you a 
fur? 

Ladt Cheshire. No, thanks, dear! 

Dot. [In a low nrire] Play up, mother darling! 

Ladt Ce Earn RE. [SiraighieniTig herself] What sort of 
a run, Ronny ? 

Keith. Quite fair, M'm. Brazier's to CafFyn's Dyke, 
good straight line. 

Lady Cheshihe. And the young horse? 

Keith. Carries his ears in your mouth a bit, that'a 
all. [Piling his hand ore her shouidcr] Cheer up, Mem- 
Sahib! 

Christine. Mother, mud anything be said to father ? 
Ronny thinks it all depends on her. Can't you use your 
influence ? [Ladt Cheshire shakes her head. 

Christine. But, mother, it's desperate. 

Dot. Shut up, Chris! Of course mother can't. We 
ainiply couldn't beg her to let us off! 

Christine. There musit be some way. What do you 
think in your heart, mother? 

Dot. Leave mother alone! 

Christine. It must be faced, now or never. 

Dot. [In a low voice] Haven't you any self-respect? 

Christine. We shall be the laughing-stock of the 
whole county. Oh! mother do speak to herl You 
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know it'll be misery for both of them. [Lady Cheshire 
bowa her head\ Well, then ? 

[Ladt Cheshire shakes her head, 

Christine. Not even for Bill's sake ? 

Dot. Chris! 

Christine. Well, for heaven's sake, speak to Bill 
again, mother! We ought all to go on our knees to him. 

Ladt Cheshire. He's with your father now. 

Harold. Poor old Bill! 

Christine. [Passionately] He didn't think of us! 
That wretched girl! 

Lady Cheshire. Chris! 

Christine. There are limits! 

Lady Cheshire. Not to self-control. 

Christine. No, mother! I can't — ^I never shall — 
Something must be done! You know what Bill is. He 
rushes at things so, when he gets his head down. Oh! 
do try! It's only fair to her, and all of us! 

Lady Cheshire. [PainfuUy] There are things one 
can't do. 

Christine. But it's Bill! I know you can make her 
give him up, if you'll only say all you can. And, after 
all, what's coming won't affect her as if she'd been a 
lady. Only you can do it, mother. Do back me up, 
all of you! It's the only way! 

Hypnotised by their private longing for what 

Christine has been urging they have all fixed 

their eyes on Lady Cheshire, who looks from 

face tofacey and moves her hands as jfin phya- 

ical pain. 
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CaHiSTiNf:. [Softly] Mother! 

Last Cheshire suddenly riaei, looking lowardg 
the billiard-TOOin. door, liMening. They ail fol- 
low her cyea. She sita down again, passing her 
hand over her lips, as Sir William eiUers. Hia 
hunting dothes are splashed; his face very grim 
and aet. He walks to the fire -withovt a glance 
at any one, and stands looking down into it. 
Very quietly, every one but Lady Cheshirb 
steals away. 
IiADT Cheshire. What have you done? 
Sir William. You there! 
Ladt Cheshire. Dou't keep me in suspense! 
Sir William. Thefool! My God! Dorothy! Ididn't 
think I had a blackguard for a son, who was a fool into 
the bargain. 

Ladt Cheshire. \Rising\ If he were a blackguard 
he would not be what you tall a fooL 

Sir William. [After staring angrily, makes her a 
alight bow] Very well! 

Lady Cheshire. [In a low voice] Bill, don't be 
harsh. It's all too terrible. 

Sir William. Sit down, my dear. 

IShe resumes her aeat, and he turns back to thejire. 
Sir William. In all my life I've never been face to 
face with a thing like this. [Gripping; the manlelpicee so 
hard that his hands and arms are seen shaking] You ask 
me to be calm. I am trying to be. Be good enough in 
turn not to lake his part against me. 
Lad? Cheshire. Bill! 
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Sm William. I am tiying to think. I understand 
that you've known this — apiece of news since this morn- 
ing. I've known it ten minutes. Give me a little time, 
please. [Then^ after a silence] Where's the girl? 

Lady Cheshire. In the workroom. 

Sir William. [Raising his clenched fist] What in 
God's name is he about ? 

Lady Cheshire. What have you said to him ? 

Sir William. Nothing — ^by a miracle. [He breaks 
avxiyfrom the fire and walks up and d(ywn\ My family 
goes back to the thirteenth century. Nowadays they 
laugh at that! I don't! Nowadays they laugh at 
everything — they even laugh at the word lady — ^I mar- 
ried you, and I don't. . . . Married his mother's maid! 
By George! Dorothy! I don't knoW what we've done 
to deserve this; it's a death blow! I'm not prepared to 
sit down and wait for it. By Gad ! I am not. [With sud- 
den fi£rceness\ There are plenty in these days who'll be 

glad enough for this to happen; plenty of these d d 

Socialists and Radicals, wholl laugh their souls out over 
what they haven't the bowels to see's a — tragedy. I say 
it would be a tragedy; for you, and me, and all of us. 
You and I were brought up, and we've brought the chil- 
dren up, with certain beliefs, and wants, and habits. A 
man's past — ^his traditions — ^he can't get rid of them. 
They're — ^they're himself! [Suddenly] It shan't go on. 

Lady Cheshire. What's to prevent it ? 

Sir Wiluam. I utterly forbid this piece of madness. 
I'll stop it. 

Lady Cheshire. But the thing we can't stop. 
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Sir William. Provision must be made. 

Lady Cheshire. The unwritten law! 

Sir William. What! [SuddtTily perceiving wJud she 

i» alluding to] You're thinking of young — young 

[Sfwrtli/] I don't sec the connection. 

Ladt Chikhire. What's so awful, is that the boy's 
tiying to do what's loyal — and we — his father and 

Sir William, I'm not going to see my eldest son ruin 
his life. I must think this out. 

Lady Cheshire. [Beneath her breath] I've tried that 
— it doesn't help. 

Sir William. This girl, who was bom on the estate, 
had the run of the house — brought up with money earned 
from me — nothing but kindness from all of us; she's 
broken the common niles of gratitude and decency — she 
lured him on, I haven't a, doubt! 

Lady Cheshire. [To herself] In a way, I suppose. 

Sir William, What! It's ruin. We've always been 
here. Who the deuce are we if we leave this place P 
D'you think we could slay? Go out and meet eveiy- 
body just as if nothing had happened? Good-bye to 
any prestige, jjolilical, social, or anything! This is the 
sort ot business nothing can get over. I've seen it be- 
fore. As to that other matter — it's soon forgotten — con- 
stantly happening — Why, my own grandfather ! 

Lady ChI'MHIRe, Does he help? 

Sir William. [Starea before him in silence — suddenly] 
You must go to the girL She's soft She'll never hold 
out against you. 
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Lady Cheeuoibe. I did before I knew what was in 
front d her — ^I said all I could. I can't go again now. 
I can't do it. Bill. 

Sib William. What ate you going to do, then — ^fold 
your hands ? Y^hen as Lady Cheshire makes a move- 
ment of distress.] If he marries her, I've done with him. 
As far as I'm concerned he'll cease to exist. The title — 
I can't help. My Grod! Does that meet your wishes ? 

Lady Cheshibe. \With sudden fire] You've no right 
to put such an alternative to me. I'd give ten years of 
my life to prevent this marriage. I'll go to Bill. I'll 
beg him on my knees. 

Sib William. Then why can't you go to the girl? 
She deserves no consideration. It's not a question of 
morality. Morality be d d! 

Lady Cheshibe. But not self-respect. 

SiB William. What! You're his mother! 

Lady Cheshibe. I've tried; I [putting her hand to 
her throat] can't get it out. 

Sib William. [Staring at her] You won't go to her ? 
It's the only chance. [Lady Cheshire turns away. 

Sib William. In the whole course of our married 
life, Dorothy, I've never known you set yourself up 
against me. I resent this, I warn you — ^I resent it 
Send the girl to me. I'll do it myself. 

With a look hack at him Lady Cheshire goes 
out into the corridor. 

Sib William. This is a nice end to my day! 

He takes a smaU china cwpfrom, off the mantel 
piece; it breaks with the pressure of his hand. 
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and falU into the fireplace. While he stands 
loolcing at it blankly, there ta a knock. 
Sir William. Come in! 

Freda entera/nm the corridor. 

Sir William. I've asked you to be good enough to 

come, in order that — {pointing to chair] You may ut 

But tkough she advances two or three steps, she 
does not sit down. 
Sir William. This is a sad business. 
Freda. [Below her breath] Yes, Sir William. 
Sir Wiluam, [Becoming conscious of the depths of 
feeling before him] I — er — are you attached to my son ? 
Freda. [In a whitper} Yes. 

Sir William, It's very painful to me to have to do 
this. [He turns away from her and speaks to the fire. 
I sent for you — to — ask — [quickly\ How old are you ? 
Freda. Twenty-two. 

Sir William. [More resolviely] Do you expect me to 
— sanction such a mad idea as a marriage ? 
Freda. I don't expect anything. 
Sir William. You know — ^you haven't earned the 
right to be considered. 
Freda. Not yet! 

Sir Willlam. What! That oughtn't to help youl 
On the contrary. Now brace yourself up, and listen 
tome! 

She stands waiting to hear her sentence. Sir 
William looks at her; and his glance gradu- 
aSf/ wavers. 
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Sib WHiUAM. I've not a word to say for my son. 
He's behaved like a scamp. 

Freda. OhI no! 

Sm William. [With a silencing gedure] At the same 
time — What made you forget yourself? You've no 
excuse, you know. 

Freda. No. 

Sir Wiluam. You'll deserve all you'll get Con- 
found it! To expect me to — It's intolerable! Do 
you know where my son is? 

Freda. [Faintly] I think he's in the billiard-room 
with my lady. 

Sir Wiluam. [With renewed resdution] 1 wanted to 
— to put it to you — as a — as a — ^what! [Seeing her stand 
so absobddy motionless^ looking at him, he turns abruptly, 
and opens the billiard-room door] I'll speak to him first. 
Come in here, please! [To Freda] Go in, and wait! 
Lady Cheshire and Bill corns in, and Freda 
passing them, goes into the biUiard-room to wait. 

Sir William. [Speaking with a pause between each 
sentence] Your mother and I have spoken of this — ca- 
lamity. I imagine that even you have some dim percep- 
tion of the monstrous nature of it. I must tell you this : 
If you do this mad thing, you fend for yourself. You'll 
receive nothing from me now or hereafter. I consider 
that only due to the position our family has always held 
here. Your brother will take your place. We shall get 
on as best we can without you. [There is a dead silence, 
m he adds sharply] Well! 

Bill. I shall many her. 
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Lady Cheshire. Oh! Bill! Without love — without 
anything! 

Biu> AH right, mother! [To Sm William] You've 
mistaken your man, sir. Because I'm a rotter in one 
way, I'm not necessarily a roller in all. You put the 
butt end of the pistol lo Dunning's head yesterday, 
you put the other end to mine lo-day. Well! [Hettinis 
round to go out] Let the d — d thing off! 

Ladv Cheshire. Bill! 

Bill. [Turning to her} I'm not going to leave her in 
the lurch. 

SiE William. Do me the justice to admit that I have 
not attempted to persuade you to. 

Bill. No! you've chucked me out. I don't see what 
else you could have done under the circumslances. It's 
quite all right. But if yO'U wanted me to throw her over, 
father, you went the wrong way to work, that's all; 
neither you nor I are very good at seeing con.sequences. 

Sib William. Do you realise your position ? 

Bill, [Grm7y] I've a fair notion of it. 

Sir William. [With a sudden outburgl] You have 
none — not the faintest, brought up aa you've beec. 

Bill. I didn't bring myself up. 

Sir William, [fVithamo>.'errwntofwiiconlroUed<atger, 
to iokick kia son responds] You — ungrateful young dogi 

Lady Cheshire. How can you — both? 

[Thei/ drop their eyes, and stand silent. 

Sib Wiluam, [Wi(A giimiy suppressed enu)tion\ I am 
apeaking under the stress of very great pain — some con- 
dderation is due to me. This is a disaster which I never 



THE ELDEST SON 
expected to have to face. It U a matter vhich I 



rally c 



r hope to forget, I shall carry thia down 



to my death. We shall aU of us do that. I have hud 






counted for something — that the 
I have tried to do my duly by that 
one moment that It is 



e misfortune 
— to believe that 
country wanted u; 
position. I find i 
— gone. My philosophy is not equal to that To coun- 
tenance this marriage would be unnatural. 

Bill. I know. I"m sorry. I've got her into this — 
I don't see any other way out. It's a bod business for 

me, father, as well as for you 

He stops, seeing that Jackson has come in, and 
is standing there waiting. 
Jackson, Will you speak to Studdenham, Sir 
William ? It's about young Dunning, 

AJier a monieni of dead silence, Sik William 
nods, and the buHer vfUhdrawa, 
Bill. [Siolidiy] He'd better be told. 
Sir William. He shall be. 

Studdenham enters, and loaches his forehead to 
them, aU vnlh a comprehensive gesture. 
Studdbnhau. Good evenin*, my lady! Evenin', Sir 
William! 

Studdenham, Glad to be able to tell you, the young 
man's to do the proper thing. Asked me to let you 
know. Sir William. Bannsll be up next Sunday. 
[Struck hy the s3en€e, he looks round at aU three in turn, 
and suddenly teeing thai Ladt Cheshire is skiveringl 
Beg pardon, my lady, you're shakln' like a leaf! 
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Bill. [Blurting it (nd[ I've a painful piece of news 
for you, Studdeoham; I'm engaged to your daughter. 
We're to be married at once. 

Stdddenham, I — don't — understand you — sir. 

Bill. The fact ia, I've behaved badly; but I mean 
to put it straight. 

Studdenham. I'm a little deaf. Did you say — my 
daughter P 

Sir William. There's no use mincing mailers. Stud' 
denham. It's a thunderbolt — ^young Dunning's case 
over a^n. 

Stdddbnham. I don't rightly follow. She's — 
You've — ! I must see my daughter. Have the good- 
ness to send for her,.m'Iady. 

Ladt Cheshire goes to the hiUiard-room, and 
calk: "Freda, come here, please." 

SruDDENHAM. [To SiK William] You tell me that 
my daughter's in the position of that girl owing to your 
son ? Men ha' been shot for less. 

Bill. If you like to have a pot at me, Studdenham — 
you're welcome. 

Studdenham. [Averting his eyes from Bill at the 
sheer idiocy oflhis sequel to his vx>rds] I've been in your 
service five and twenty years. Sir William; but this is 
man to man — this is! 

Sib Wiluam, I don't deny that, Studdenham. 

Studdenham. [With eyes shifting in sheer anger\ 
No — 'twouldn't be very easy. Did I understand him 
to say that he offers her marriage P 

SlK Wiluam. You did. 
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Studdenham. [Into his beard\ Well — that's some- 
thing! [Moving his hands as if wringing the neck of a 
hird\ I'm tiyin' to see the rights o' this. 

Sm William. [Bitterly] You've all your work cut out 
for you, Studdenham. 

Again Studdenham makes the unconscious 
wringing movement with his hands. 

Lady Cheshire. [Turning from it wOh a sort ofhor- 
ror\ Don't, Studdenham! Please! 

Studdenham. What's that, mlady? 

Lady Chebhibe. [Under her breath] Your — your — 
■ hands. 

While Studdenham is still staring at her, Freda 
is seen standing in the doorway, like a blade 
ghost, 

Studdenham. Come here! You! [Freda moves a 
few steps towards her father] When did you start 
thb? 

Freda. [Almost inaudiUy] Jn the summer, father. 

Lady Cheshire. Don't be harsh to her! 

Studdenham. Harsh! [His eyes again move from 
side to side as if pain and anger had bewildered them. 
Then looking sideways at Freda, but in a gentler voice] 
And when did you tell him about — ^what's come to 
you? 

Freda. Last night. 

Studdenham. Oh! [With sudden menace] You 

young ! [He makes a convulsive movement of one 

hand; then, in the silence^ seems to lose grip of his 
thoughts, and puts his hand up to his head] I want to 
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dear me mind a bit — I doa't see it plain at all. [ffith^ 
out looking at Bill] Tb said there's been an offer of 
marriage? 

Bill. I've made it, I stick to it. 

SiuDDENHAM, Oh! \Wiihalow,pjt3zledanger1 Iwant 
time to get the pith o* this. You don't say anything, 
Sir William? 

SiH WiLUASf. The facts are all before you. 

SrUDDENHAM, [Scarcely moving his lips] MTady? 

[Lady Chbbhibe is silent. 

SruDDENHAM, {Slammeringl My ^rl was — waa good 
enough for any man. It's not for him that's— that's — 
to look down on her. \To Freda] You hear the hand- 
some offer that's been made you? Well? [Freda 
moistens her lips and tries to speak, but cannot] If 
nobody's to apeak a word, we won't get much for- 
rarder. I'd like for you to say what's in your mind. 
Sir William. 

Sib William. I — If my son marries her hell have to 
make his own way. 

Studdenham. [Savagely] I'm not puttin' thought to 
that. 

Sm William. I didn't suppose you were, Studden- 
ham. It appears to rest with your daughter. [He sud- 
denly takes out his handkerchief, and puts it to kisfore- 
headl Infernal fires they make up herel 

luWT Cheshire, who is again shivering desper- 
{ddy, as \f with intense cold, makes a violent 
attempt to control her shuddering. 
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Studdenham. [Suddenly] There's luxuries that's got 
to be paid for. [To Freda] Speak up, now. 

Fbeda turns slowly and looks up ai Sir Wiluam; 
he involuntarily raises his hand to his mouth. 
Her eyes travel on to Lady Cheshire, who 
faces her, but so deadly pale that she looks as 
if she were going to faint. The girl's gaze 
passes on to Bill, standing rigid, with his 
jaw set, 
Freda. I want — [Then flinging her arm up over her 
eyes, she turns from him] Nol 
Sir Wiluam. Ah! 

At that sound of profound relief, Studdenham, 
whose eyes have been following his daughter's, 
moves towards Sir Wiluam, all his emotion 
turned into sheer angry pride, 
Studdenham. Don't be afraid, Sir William! We 
want none of you! She'll not force herself where she's 
not welcome. She may ha' slipped her good name, but 
she'll keep her proper pride. I'll have no charity mar" 
riage in my family. 
Sir Wiluam. Steady, Studdenham! 
Studdenham. If the young gentleman has tired of 
her in three months, as a blind man can see by the 
looks of him — she's not for him! 

Bill. [Stepping forward] I'm ready to make it up to 
her. 

Studdenham. Keep back, there ? [He takes hold of 
Freda, and looks around him] Well! She's not the 
first this has happened to since the world began. 



an' she v 
away! 
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Taking Freda by the shoulders, he guides her 

towards the door. 

Sir William. D n it, Studdenham! Give ua 

credit for something! 

Stdddenham. [Turning — hisface and eyes lighted up 
by a sort of smiling snarl] Ah! I do that. Sir William. 
But there's things that can't be undoDe! 

[Hefollo-ws Freda mit. 
As ike door closes. Sir William's calm gives way. 
He staggers past his wife, and sinks heavily, 
as though exhausted, inla a chair by ^ fire. 
Biu., following Freda and Studdenham, has 
stopped at the shut door. Lady Cheshire 
moves swifUy dose to him. The door of the 
hilliardrroom is opened, and Dot appears. With 
a glance round, she crosses guicMy to her mother. 
Dot. [7ft a low imce] Mabel's just going, mother! 

[Almost whispering] Where's Freda ? la it Has 

she really had the pluck ? 

Ladt Cheshire bending her head for " Yes," 
goes otd into the biUiard-rooni. Dot clasps her 
hands together, and standing there in the middle 
of the room, looks from her brother to her father, 
from her father to her brother. A quaint little 
inlying smite comes on her lips. She gives a 
faint shrug of her shoulders. 
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THE LITTLE DREAM 

AN ALLEGORY IN SIX SCENES 



CHARACTERS 



Sbblchbn, a mountain ffirl 
Lamond, a dmber 
Fbijucan, a guide 



CHARACTERS IN THE DREAM 

Thb Qbbat Hobn ^ 

Thb Cow Horn ymourUaina 

Thb Wins Hobn ) 



Thb Edblwbiss 

Thb Alpbnbosb 

Thb Gbntian 

Thb Mountain Dandbuon 



JUnoen 



VOICES AND FIGURES IN THE DREAM 



COWBBLLS 
MOXTNTAIN AlB 

Far View op Italy 
Distant Flume of Steam 
Thinos in Books 
Moth Childrbn 
Three Dancino Youths 
Three DANcma Girls 
Thb Forms of Workers 



The Form of what is madb 

BT WORK 

Death bt Slumber 

Death bt Drowning 

Flower Childrbn 

Goatherd 

Goat Bots 

Goat God 

Thb Forms of Slbbp 



SCENE I 

It M jiwi after runsel of an August evening. The acme 
it a room in a mounlain hut, fumiiked only with 
a table, benches, and a low broad window seal. 
Through this ivindow three rocky peaks are seen by 
the light of a moon, which ie slowly whitening the last 
hues of sunset. AnoH lamp is burning. SesiiCues, 
a mouniain girl, eighteen years old, is humming a 
folk-song, and putting away in a cujAoard freshly 
washed soup-bowla and glasses. She is dressed in 
a tighl-fUting black velvet bodice, square-cut at the 
neck, and ■partly filled in with a gay handkerchief, 
coloured rose-pink, blue, and golden, like the alpen- 
Tose, the gentian, and the mountain dandelion; 
alabaster beads, pale as edelweiss, are round her 
throat; her stiffened, while linen sleeves finish at 
the elbow; and her full weU-wom skirl is of gentian 
blue. The two thick plaits of her hair are crossed, 
and turned round her head. As she puts away the 
last bowl, there is a knock; and Lamond opens tlie 
outer door. He is young, tanned, and good-looking, 
dressed like a climber, and carries a plaid, a ruck- 
sack, and an ice-axe, 

Lauond. Good evening! 

Seelcuen, Good evening, gentle Sirt 
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ac. I 



is Lamond. I'm very late I fear, 
wish to sleep here ? 



Lauond. Mynamt 

Sbelchen. Do yoi: 

Lamond. Please. 

Seelchen. All the beds are full — it is a pity. I 
will call Mother. 

Lawond. I've come to go up the Great Horn at 
sunrise. 

Seiilcken. [Awed\ The Great Homt But he is 
imposaible. 

Lamond. I am going to tiy that. 

Seelchen. There is the Wine Horn, and the Cow 

Lamond. I ha\-e cUmbed them. 

Sbelchen. But he is so dangerous — it is perhaps — 
death. 

Lamond. OhI that'a all right ! One muat take one's 
chance. 

Seelchen. And father has hurt his foot. For guide, 
there is only Hans Felsmati. 

Lamond. The celebrated Felaman? 

Seelchen, [ff adding; then looking at him with ad~ 
miTidUm\ Are you that Heir Lamond who has climbed 
all our little mountains this year P 

Lamond. All but that big fellow. 

Seelchen, We have heard of you. Will you not 
wait a day for father's foot P 

Lamond. Ah! no. I must go back home to-morrow. 

Seelchen. The gracious Sir is in a hurry. 

Lamond. {J.aolnng <d her inlerdty] Alaal 

Sbelchen. Are you from London? la it very big? 
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Lamond. Six million souls. 

Seelchen, OhI [After a little pause] I have seen 
Cartina twice. 

Lamond. Do ;ou live here all the year? 

Seelchen. In winter in the valley. 

Lauond. And don't you want to see the world ? 

Seelchen. Sometimes. [Going to a door, she caOs 
K>fUy] Hans! [Then pointing to another door\ There 
are seven Gentian gentlemen aaleep in there! 

Lamond. Oh God! 

Seelchen, Please ? They are here to see the aun- 
rise. [She picks up a Utile book thai has dropped from 
Lamond's pocket] I have read several books. 

Lamond. This la by the great English poet. Do 
you never make poetiy here, and dream dreams, among 
your mountains? 

Sbeu:hen. [Slovily shaking her hea^ See! It is the 
full moon. 

WhUe they stand at the window looking at the 
moon, there enters a lean, well-built, lacitum 
young man dressed in Loden. 

Seelchen. Hans I 

Felbman. [In a deep iw'ce] The gentleman wishes me ? 

Seelchen. [^u'ecf] The Great Horn for to-morrow! 
[Whispering to him] It ia the celebrated London one. 

Felsmak. The Great Horn ia not possible. 

LajiIond. You say that? And you're the famous 
Felsman P 

Felsman. [Gritnly] We afart at dawn. 

Seelchen. It ia the first time for yearsl 
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Lauond. [Placing hia plaid and rackaack on the 
window bench] Can I sleep here? 

Seelchen. I will see; perhaps — 

[She runs otd up aome fiairi\ 

Felsman. [Taking blankets from the cupboard and 
spreading them on the window seat] So! 

As he goes out into the air, Seelchen corTtea 
dipfdng in again witk a lighted eoTuUe. 

Seelchen. There is still one bed. This is too hard 
for you. 

IjAMOND. Ohl thanks; but that's all right. 

Seelchen. To please me! 

Lamond. May I ask your name f 

Seelchen. Seelchen, 

Lamond. Little soul, that means — doesn't it? To 
please you I would sleep with seven German gentlemen, 

Seelchen. Oh! no; it \b not necessary. 

Lamond, [With a grave bow] At your service, then. 
[He prepares to g6\, 

Seelchen. Is it very nice in towns, in the World, 
where you come from ? 

Lamond. When I'm there I would be here; but 
when I'm here I would be there. 

Seelchen. [Clasping her hands] That is like me — 
but / am always here. 

Lamond. Ah! yes; there is no one like you in towns, 

Seelchen, In two places one cannot be. [Suddenly] 
In the towns there are theatres, and there is beautiful 
fine work, and — dancing, and — churches — and ti 
and all the things in books — and — 
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Lamond, Misery. 

Seelchen. But there is life. 

Lajjond. And there is death. 

Sbelchen. To-morrow, when you have climbed — 
nill you not come back ? 

Lamond. No. 

Seelchen. You have all the world; and I have 
nothing. 

Lamond. Except Felsman, and the mountains. 

Seelchen. It is not good to eat only bread. 

Lamond, [Looking at her kaTd\ I would like to eat 
t/ou! 

Seelchen. But I am not nice; I am full of big 
wants — ^like the cheese with holes. 

Lauond. I shall come again. 

Sbelchen. There will be no more bard mountaina 
left to climb. And if it is not exciting, you do not care. 

Lauond. O wise little soul! 

Seelchen. No. I am not wise. Id here it is always 
aching. 

Lamond. Fti the moon ? 

Seelchen. Yea, [Then sudderdy] From the big world 
you win remember ? 

Lamond. [Taking her kandl There is nothing in the 
big world so sweet aa this. 

Seelchen, [Wiaely] But there is the big world itself. 

Lamond. May I kiss you, for good-night ? 

She pulg her face forward; and ht kitaes her 
cheek, and, suddeTxiy, her lipe. Then a* she 
irowM away. 
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Lamond. I am sorry, little souL 

Seelchen. That's all right! 

Lamond. [Taking the camUe] Dream well! Good- 

Sbelchen. [Softly] Good-night! 
Fei^man. [Coming in from tite air, and eyeing them] 
It ia cold — it will be fine. 

Lauond, gtiU looking back, goes up the stairs; 
and Felbman waits for him to pass. 
Seelchen. [From the urindmo seai\ It was hard for 
him here, I thought. 

He goes up to her, stays a moment looking down, 
then bends and kisses her hungrily. 
Seelchen. Art thou angry ? 

He does not amwer, but turning out Uie lamp, 

goes into an inner room, 
Seelchen sits gazing through the window at 
the peaks bathed in full moonlight. Then, 
drawing the blankets about her, she snuggles 
down an the window seat. 
Seelchen. [7n a sleepy voice] They kissed me — 
both. [She sleeps] 

The scene falls quite dark. 



SCENE II 

Ths teens u dowly iUumiTud ojr by dawn. SECLcaSN tf 
Hill lying on the window seat. She sUs up, freeing 
her face and kandu from the blanixts, changiTig the 
swathings of deep sleep for the filmy coveringe of a 
dream,. The wall of the hvt has vanished; there it 
nothing between her and the three mountains veiled 
in mist, save a trough of darkness. Then as tlu 
peaks of the vutaidains brighten, they are teen to 
have great faces. 



r. Oh! They bave faces! 
The face of The Wine Hokn is the pnfOe of 
a beardless youth. The face of The Cow 
HoBN is that of a mtmjiiain shepherd, solemn, 
and brown, with fierce Idack eyes, and a black 
beard. Bdween them The Great Horn, 
whose hair is of snow, has a high beardless 
visage, as of carved bronse, like a male sphinx, 
serene, without crueUy. Far down below the 
faces of the peaks, above ike trough of darkness, 
are peeping out the four little heads of the 
flowers of Edelweiss, and Gentian, Moun- 
tain Dandeuon, and Alpenrobe; on their 
heads are crowns, made of their several flowers. 
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all powdered with dewdrops; and wk«n Thh 
Flowers lift their chUd-facea little tinkling 
beUs ring. 
Alt around the peaks there is making but blue 
sky. 
Edelweisb. [In a tiny voice] Would jou ? Would 
you? Would you? Ah! ha! 

Gentian. M. Dandelion, Aij>snbo8b [W-^h their 
bells ringing tnviouslyl Oo-oo-oo! 

From behind the Cow Horn are heard the 
voices of CowBELia and Mountain Air: 
"Clinkel-cUnk! Clinkd-dink! " 
"Momtlain air! Mountain air!" 

From behind The Wine Horn rise the rival 
voices of View of Italt, Plume or Steak, 
and Things in Books: 
"I am Italy! Italy!" 
"See me — steam in the distance!" 
"0 remember the things in books!" 

And ail call out together, very softly, with The 
Flowers ringing their bells. Then far away 
like an echo comes a sighing: 
"Mountain air! Mountain airl" 

And suddenly the Peak of The Cow Horn 
speaks in a voice as of one unaccustomMl. 
The Cow Horn. Amongat kine and my black-brown 
sbeep I live; I am silence, and monotony; I am the 
■olenm hiUa, I am fietcenesa, and the mountain wbd; 
dean pasture, and wild rest. Look in my eyes, love 
vu alone! 
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Seelchen. [Breaihless] The Cow Horn! He is 
speaking — ^for Felsman and the mountains. It is the 
half of mj heart! 

The Flowers laugh happSy. 
The Cow Horn. I stalk the eternal hills— I drink 
the mountain snows. My eyes are the colour of burned 
wine; in them lives melancholy. The lowing of the 
kine, the wind, the sound of falling rocks, the running 
of the torrents; no other talk know I. Thoughts sim- 
ple, and blood hot, strength huge — ^the cloak of gravity. 
Seelchen. Yes, yes! I want him. He is strong! 
The voices of Cowbells and Mountain Aib 
cry out together: 
*' Clinkel-Mikl Clinlcel-^inkr* 
''Mountain air! Mountain air!'* 
The Cow Horn. Little soul! Hold to me! Love 
me! Live with me under the stars! 
Seelchen. [Below her breath] I am afraid. 

And suddenly the Peak of The Wins Horn 
speaks in a youth's voice. 
The Wine Horn. I am the will o' the wisp that 
dances thro' the streets; I am the cooing dbve of 
Towns, from the plane trees and the chestnuts' shade. 
From day to day all changes, where I bum my incense 
to my thousand little gods. In white palaces I dwell, 
and passionate dark alleys. The life of men in crowds 
is mine — of lamplight in the streets at dawn. [Softly\ 
I have a thousand loves, and never one too long; for 
I am nimbkr than your heifers playing in the sun- 
shine. 
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The Flowers, ringing in alarm, cry: 
"We know them!" 
The Wine Horn. I hear the rustlings of the birth 
and death of pleasure; and the rattling of swift wheels. 
I hear the hungry oaths of men; and love kisses in the 
airless night. Without me, little soul, you starve and 
die. 

Seelchen, He is speaking for the gentle Sir, and 
the big world of the Town. It pulls my heart. 

The Wine Horn. My thoughts surpass in number 
the flowers in your meadows; they fly more swiftly 
than your eagles on the wind. I drink the wine of 
aspiration, and the drug of disillusion. Thus am I 
never dull! 

The voice.') of View op Italy, Flt™e op Steau, 
and Things in Books are heard calling ovt 
together: 
"I am Italy, Italy!" 
"See me — rieam in the distance!" 
"0 remember, Tememberl" 
The Wine Hohn, Love me, little soul! I paint life 
fifty colours. I make a thousand pretty things! I 
twine about your heart! 
Seelchen. He is honey! 

The Flowers ring their bells jealously and cry: 
"Bitter! BiiUr!" 
The Cow Horn. Stay with me, Seelchen! I wake 
thee with the crystal air. 

Th^ voices of Cowbells and Mountain Aib 
aing out far away: 
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"Clifikd-dinkl ClinM-dinki" 
"Mountain air! Moutdain air! 
And The Flowers laugh 
The Wine Horn, Coiii* with me, SeelchenI My 
fan. Variety, shall wake jou! 

The voices of View of Italy, Fldme of Steam, 
and Things in Books chard tofUy: 
"I am Italy! Italy!" 
"See nte — steam in the distance!" 
"O remember, remember!" 

And The Flowers moan. 
Seblchen. [Tn griefl My heart I It is torn! 
The Wine Horn, With me, little soul, you shall race 
in the atreeta, and peep at all secrets. We will hold 
hands, and fly like the thistle-down. 
M. Dandelion, My puff-halls fly faster] 
The Wine Horn, I will show you the sea. 
Gentian, My blue is deeper! 
The Wine Horn. I will shower on you blushes. 
Alpenhosb. I can blush redder! 
The Wine Horn. Little soul, listen! My Jewebl 
Silk! Velvet! 

EoEa-WEiBB. I am softer than velvet! 
The Wine Horn, [Pmitdlif] My wonderful rags! 
The Flowers. [Moaning] Of those we have none. 
Seelchen, He has all things. 

The Cow Horn. Mine are the clouds with the dark 
silvered wings; mine are the rocks on fire with the sun; 
and the dewdrops cooler than pearls. Awajr from m/ 



14 



THE LITTLE DREAM 



breath of saow and sweet grass, thou wilt droop, little 

The Wine Horn. The dark Clove is my fragrance! 
The Flowers ring eagerly, and luming tip their 
faces, cry: 
"We too, smeU sweet." 

Bid the voices of View of Italy, Flijmb of 
Steam, arid Things in Books en/ out: 
"1 am Italy! Italy!" 
"See me — tleam in the distance!" 
"O remember, rememherl" 
Seblchen. [DintTotiedl Oh! it is hard! 
The Cow Horn, / will never desert thee. 
' The Wine Horn. A hundred times 7 will deaert 
70U, a hundred times come back, and kiss you, 
Seelchbn. \Whi»pering\ Peace for my heart! 
The Cow Horn. With me thou shall lie on the 
warm wild thyme. 

The Flowers laugh kappily. 
The Wine Horn. With me you shaU lie on a bed 
of dove'a feathers. 

The Flowers moan. 
The Wine Horn. I will give you old wine. 
The Cow Horn. I will give thee new milk. 
The Wine Horn. Hear my song! 

From far away cones the sound as of man- 
dolins. 
Seelchen. [Chuping her treorf] My heart — it is 
leaving me I 
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The Cow Hobn. Hear mj song! 

From the distance floai» the piping of a Skep- 
herd'* reed. 

Seixchen. [Curving her hand at her eara] The pip- 
ing 1 Ah! 

The Cow Horn. Stag with me, Seelchen! 

The Wine Horn, Come with me, Seelchen! 

The Cow Horn. I give thee certainty I 

The Wine Horn. I give you chance! 

The Cow Horn. I give thee peace. 

The Wine Horn. I give you change. 

The Cow Horn. I give thee atillnesa. 

The Wine Horn. I give you voice. 

The Cow Horn, I give thee one lova 

The Wine Horn. I give you many. 

Sbbix;hen. [As if the words were torn from her kearil 
Both, both— I wiU love! 

And auddenlg the Peak of The Great Horn speaks. 

The Great Horn. And both thou shalt love, little 
soul! Thou shalt lie on the hills with Silence; and 
dance in the cities with Knowledge. Both shall possess 
thee! The sun and the moon on the mountains shall 
burn thee; the lamps of the town singe thy wings, small 
Moth! Each shall seem all the world to thee, each 
shall seem as thy grave! Thy heart is a feather blown 
from one mouth to the other. But be not afraid! 
For the life of a man is for all loves in turn. Tia a 
little raft moored, then sailing out into the blue; a tune 
caught in a hush, then whispering on; a new-born 
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babe, half courage and half sleep. There is a hidden 
rhythm. Change, Quietude. Chance, Certainty. The 
One, The Many. Bum on — ^thou pretty flame, trying 
to eat the world! Thou shalt come to me at last, my 
little soul! 

The Voices and The Flower-Bells 'peal otU. 
Seelchen, enraptured, stretches her arms to 
embrace the sight and sound, hid all fades 
slowly into dark deep. 



SCENE III 

The dark scene again becomes glanumms. Seelchen tj 
eeen with her hand stretched out towards the Piazza 
of a little tovm^ wUh a plane tree on one side, a 
woU on the other, and from the open doorway of 
an Inn a pale paih of light. Over the Inn hangs 
a full golden moon. Against the wall, under the 
glimmer of a lamp, leans a youth with the face of 
The Wine Horn, in a crimson doak, thrumming 
a mandolin, and singing: 

** Little star soul 

Through the frost fields of night 

Roaming alone, disconsolate — 

From out the cold 

I call thee in — 

Striking my dark mandolin-^ 

Beneath this moon of gold** 
From the Inn comes a hurst of laughter^ and the 
sound of dancing. 

Sbblchen. [Whispering] It is the big world I 

The Youth of The Wine Horn sings on: 
* Pretty grey moth. 
Where the strange candles shine^ 
Seeking for warmth, so desperat^^^ 
17 
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Ahl fluttering dove 
I bid thee win- 
Striking my dark mandolin-^ 
The crimson fame of love." 
Seixchhn. [Qaxing enraptured at the Inn] They are 
danciDgl 

At She speak», from, either nde come moih- 
ehUdretit meeting and fluttering up the path 
of light to the /nn doorway; then wheel- 
ing aside, they form, again, and again flutter 



Seelchen. [Holding out her hands] They are real— 
Their wings are windy. 

The Yovih of The Wine Horn aingt on: 
" Lips of my song, 
To the white maiden's heart 
Oo ye, and whiaper, jiatsionate. 
These wards thai hum — 
*0 listening one! 
Love that ftielh past is gone 
Nor erXT may retuml'" 
Seelchen runs towards him — but the Ught 
(Aove him fades; he has become shadow. She 
turns bewildered to the dancing moth-children 
— but they vanish before her. At the door of 
the Inn stands Lamond in a dark doak. 
SsiKLCHBN. It ia yoii! 

Lauond. Without my little soul I am cold. Comet 
[He holds out his arms to her] 
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Seelchkn. Shall I be safe? 

Lamond. What is safety? Are you safe in your 
mountains ? 
Seelchxn. Where am I» here ? 
Lamond. The Town. 

Smiling he points to the doorway. And tilent 
as shadows there come dancing ovty two by 
twoy two girls and two youths. The first 
girl is dressed in white satin and jewels; and 
ihe first youth in black velvet. The second 
girl is in rags, and a shawl; and the second 
youth in shirt and corduroys. They dance 
gravely, each couple as if in a world apart. 

Seelchen. [Whispering] In the mountains all dance 
together. Do they never change partners ? 

Lamond. How could they, little one? Those are 
rich, these poor. But see! 

A CoRTBANTic CouPLE come dancing forth. 
The girl has bare limhs, a ftame-coloured 
shift, and hair bound with red flowers; the 
youth wears a panther-shin. They pursue 
not only each other, but the other girls and 
youths. For a moment aU is a furious med- 
ley. Then the Corybantic Couple vanish into 
the Inn, and the first two couples are left, 
slowly, solemnly dancing, apart from each 
other as before. 

Seelchen. [Shuddering] Shall I one day dance like 
that? 
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Tlt« Youth of The Wine Horn appears again 
bejieath the lamp. He slrikea a loud chord; 
then as Seelchen movea towards that sound 
the lamp goes out; there is again only blue 
shadow: but the couples hare disappeared 
into the Inn, and the doorway has grown 
dark. 

SsELCHSif. Aht What I do oot like, he will not let 
me see, 

Lamond. Will you not come, then, little soul F 

Seelchen, Always to dance ? 

Lauond. Not so! 

The Shutters of the houses are audderdy 
thrown wide. In a lighted room on one tide 
of the Inn are seen tu)o pale men and a 
woman, amongst many clicking machines. 
On the other side of the Inn, in a forge, are 
visible two vxynen and a man, but half 
clotlied, making chains. 

Seelchen. [Recoiling from both sights, in tumi How 
lad they look— all! What are they making? 

In the dark doorway of the Inn a light shines 
out, and in it is seen a figure, visible only 
from the waisl up, dad in goldcloth stud- 
ded with jewels, with a flushed complacent 
face, holding in one hand a glass of golden 



Seei/^hen. It is beautiful. What is it? 
Lauond. Lusuiy. 
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Seelchen, What is it standing on ? I cannot see. 
Unseen, The Wins Horn's mandolin twangi 
ojd. 
Lamond. For that do not look, little souL 
Seelchen. Can it not walk ? [He shakes hU kead\ 
Is that all they make here with their sadness F 

Bvl again the mandolin twangs out; the shutters 
fall over the hmses; the door of the Inn grows 

Lamond. What is it, then, you would have? Is it 
learning? There are books here, that, piled on each 
other, would reach to the stars! [But Seelchen shakes 
her headl Therp is religion so deep that no man knows 
what it means, [Btrf Seelchen ghakes her )iead\ There 
is religion so shallow, you may have it by turning a 
handle. We have everything. 

Seelchen. Is God here ? 

Lamond. Who knows? la God with your goats? 
[But Seelchen shakes her head\ What then do you 

Seelchen. Life. 

The mandolin twangs out. 

Lauond. {Painliitg lo hit breast] There is but one 
road to life — 

Seelchen. Ah! but I do not love. 

Lauond. When a feather flies, is it not loving the 
wind — the uoknowii ? When the day brings not new 
things, we are children of sorrow. If darkness and 
light did not change, could we breatbef Child! To 
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live 19 to love, to love is to live — seeking for wonder. 
[Aitd 09 she draws nearer] See! To love is to peer over 
the edge, and, spying Ihe little grey flower, to climb 
down! It has wings; it has flown — again you must 
climb; it shivers, 'tis but air io your hand — you must 
crawl, you must cling, you must leap, and still it is 
there and not there — for the grey flower flits like a 
moth, and the wind of its wings is all you shall catch. 
But your eyes shall be shining, your cheeks ahaU be 
burning, your breast shall be panting — Ah! little heart! 
[The scene jails darker] And when the night comes — 
there it is still, thistledown blown on the dark, and your 
white hands wiU reach for it, and your honey breath 
waft it, and never, never, shall you grasp that wanton 
thing— but life shall be lovely. [His voice dies to a 
whisper. He stretches out his arms] 

Seelchen. [Touching hie breast] I will come. 
Lamond. [Drau-ing her to the dark doorway] Love met 
Seelchen. I love! 

The Ttiaridolin twangs ovt, the doorway for a 

moment is aU glamoroua; and they past 

Ihrough. Jllumined by the glimmer of the 

lamp the Youth of The. Wine Horn is eeen 

again. And sUrwly to the chords of hit man- 

dolin he begins to sing: 

" The windy hours through darkness fly — • 

Canst hear tliem, little heart f 

New loves are horn, and old loves die. 

And kissing lipa must part. 
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The dusky hees of passing yean 
Canst see them, soul of mine — 
From fUnoer and flower supping tears. 
And pale sweet honey wine? 

[His voice grows strange and passumaie] 

O flams ihat treads the marsh of time^ 

Flitting for ever low, 

Where^ through the black enchanted slims. 

We, desperate, foUovnng go— 

Untimely fire, we hid thee stay! 

Into dark air above. 

The golden gipsy thins away-^ 

So has it been wiih love!** 

While he is singing, the moon grows pale, and 
dies. It falls dark, save for the glimmer of 
the lamp beneath which he stands. But as 
his song ends, the dawn breaks over the houses, 
the lamp goes out — ^The Wine Horn becomes 
shadow. Then from the doorway of the Inn, 
in the chill grey light SEEiiCHEN comes forth. 
She is pale, as if wan with living; her eyes 
like pitch against the powdery whiteness of 
her face. 

Seelchen. My heart is old. 

But as she speaks, from far away is heard a 
faint chiming of Cowbells; and while she 
stands listening, Lamond appears in the door* 
way of the Inn. 
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Lamond. Little soul! 
SxELCHEN. You! Always you! 
Lauond. I have new wonders. 
Sbelchen. [Moumfv}ly] No. 

Lamond. I swear it! You have not tired of me, 
that am never ihe same? It cannol be. 
Seelcben. Listeal 

The chime of The CowBEua is heard again. 
Lamond. [Jealoiuly] The music of dull sleep! Has 
life, then, with me been Borrow ? 
Seelchen. I do not regret. 
Lamond. Come! 

Seelchen. [Pointing to her fireoai] The bird ia tired 
with flying. [Touching her Zips] The flowers have no 
dew. 

I^AUOND. Would you leave me P 
Seslchen. See! 

There, in a gtreak of the dawn, againH the plane 
tree ia seen the Shepherd of The Cow Horn, 
fitanding lerapped in his mountain dadk. 
Lamond. What is it? 
Seelchen. He! 

Lauon's. There is nothing. \He holds her fast] I 
have shown you the marvels of my town — the gay, the 
bitter wonders. We have known life. If with you I 
may no longer live, then let us die! Seel Here are 
iweet Deaths by Slumber and by Drowning! 

The mandolin twangs oid, and from, the dim 
doorway of the Inn come forth the ihadowy 
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forms^ Death bt Slxtmber, and Death by 
Drowning, who to a ghostly twanging of 
mandolins dance slowly towards Seelchen, 
stand smiling at her, and as slowly dance 
away. 

Seslchen. [FoUowingI Yes. Tbey are good and 
iweet. 

While she moves towards the Inn, Lamond's 
Ja4X becomes transfigured with joy. But just 
as she reaches the doorway, there is a distant 
chiming of hells and blowing of pipes, and 
the Shepherd of The Cow Horn sings: 

** To Ike wild grass come, and the dull far roar 
Of the falling rock; to ike flowery meads 
Of thy mountain home, where the eagles soar. 
And the grizzled flock in the sunshine feeds. 
To the Alp, where I, in Ike pale light crowned 
Wiik ike moofCs thin horns, to my pasture roam; 
To the silent sky, and the wistful sound 
Of the rosy dawns — my daughter, corns!** 

While He sings, the sun has risen; and Seel- 
chen has turned, with parted lips, and hands 
stretched out; and the forms of death have 
vanished. 

Sselchen. I come. 

Lamond. [Clasping her knees] Little soul! Must I 
then die, like a gnat when the sun goes down ? With- 
out you I am nothing. 
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Seelchen. [Releasing herself] Poor beart — ^I am 
gone! 

Lamond. It is dark. [He covers his face with his 
doak]. 

Then as SEEiiCHEN reaches the Shepherd of The 
Cow Horn, there is blown a long note of a 
pipe; the scene falls back; and there rises 
a far^ conHntuUt mingled sound of Cowbells^ 
and Flower Bellsp and Pipes* 



SCENE IV 

The scene slowly brightens with the misty flush of davm. 

Seelchen stands on a green alp, wUh aU around^ 

nothing hvt blue shy. A slip of a crescent moon is 

lying on her back. On a low rock sits a browiv- 

faced Goatherd blowing on a pipe^ and the four 

FloToer-^hildren are dancing in their shifts of grey- 

white, and blue, rose-pink, and burnt-gold. Their 

bells are ringing, as they pelt each other with 

flowers of their own colours; and each in turn, 

wheeling, flings one flower at Seelchen, who puis 

them to her lips and eyes. 

Seelchen. The dew! [She moves towards the rock] 

Goatherd! 

ButTnuFhowEBaerudrdehim; and when they 

wheel away he has vanished. She turns to 

The Flowers, but they too vanish. The 

veils of mist are rising. 

Seelchen. Gone! [She rubs her eyes; then turning 

once more to the rock, sees FEUSOiAN landing there, with 

his arms folded] Thou! 

FELfiMAN. So thou hast come — ^like a sick heifer to 

be healed. Was it good in the Town — ^that kept thee 

so long? 

Seelchen. I do not regret. 

27 
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Felhman. Why then return ? 
Seelchgn. I was tired. 

Fei^uan. Never again shalt thou go from me! 
Seklchen. [Mockingl With what will thou keep 
meP 

Feiaman. [Grasping her] Thus, 
Seelchen. I have known Change — I am no timid 
maid. 

Feibman. [Moodily] Aye, thou art different. Thins 
eyes are hallow — thou art while-faced. 

Seelchen. [Still mocking] Then what hast thou here 
that shall keep me ? 
Felbuan. The sun. 
Seelchen, To bum me. 
Felsman. The air. 

There is a faint wailing oj wind. 
Seelchen. To freeze me, 
Felsman. The silence. 

The noise of the leind dies away, 
Seelchen. Yea, it is lonely. 

FxuUAN. Wait! And the flowers shall dance to thee. 
And to a ringing of their bells. The Flowers 
come dancing; tUl, one bg one, tkeg ceatt, and 
sink down, nodding, falling asleep. 
Seelchen. Seel Even they grow sleepy here! 
Fkuuian. I will call the goats to wake them. 

The Goatherd is seen, again siaing 'upright 
on his rock and piping. And there come 
four litlle brown, wildr^ed, naked Bogs, vnlh 
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Goat's legs and feet, who dance jrrotie?y in 
and out of The Sleeping Flowers; and Thb 
Flowers wake, gpring vp, and fy. Till 
each Goat, catching his flower has vanished, 
and The Goathefd has ceased to pipe, and 
lies motionless again on hia rock, 
FitflMAN, Love me! 
Seblchen, Thou art rude! 
FmsMAN. Love me! 
Sbelchgn. Thou art grim I 

Felbman, Aye, I have no silver tongue. Listen! 
This is my voice. [Sweeping his arm round all the still 
alp] It is quiet. From dawn to the first star all is fast. 
[Laying kis hind on her heart] And the wings of the 
bird shall be still. 

Seelchen. [Touching his eyes] Thine eyes are fierce. 
In tbem I see the wild beasts crouching. In them I 
aee the distance. Are they always fierce ? 

Fei^man. Never — to look on thee, my flower, 
Seelchen. [Touching his hands] Thy hands are 
rough to pluck flowers. [She breaks away from him to 
the rock where The Goatherd i» lying] See! Nothing 
moves! The very day stands still. Boy! [But The 
GoATHBBD ndiker slira nor atiswers] He is lost ia the 
blue. [Passionately] Boy! He will not answer me. No 
one will answer me here. 

Feuuan. [With fierce longing] Am 7 then no one ? 
Seelchen. Thou? 

[The scene darkens with evening] 
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Seel Sleep has stolen the day! It is night already. 

There come Ike female akadovr forms of Sleep, 

in grey cobweb garmerUi, waving their arms 

drmcsily, wheeling round her. 

Seelchen. Are you Sleep? Dear Sleep! 

Smiling, the holds out her arms to Pelsman. 

He takes her swaying form. They vanish, 

encircled by the forms of Sleep. It is dark, 

save for the light of the thin homed moon 

suddenly grovm bright. Then on his rock, 

to a faint piping The Goatherd sings: 

"My goat, my Utile speckled one. 

My yeUow-eyed, sweet-smeUing, 

Ld moon and wind and golden sun 

And stars beyond aU telling 

Make, every day, a sweeter grass, 

And mvUijUy thy leaping! 

And may the mountain foxes pass 

And never scent thee sleepingl 

Ohl Let my pipe be dear and far. 

And let me find sweet water! 

No hawk, nor udder-seeking jar 

Come near thee, little daughterl 

May fiery rocks defend, at noon, 

Thy tender feet from slipping! 

Ohl hear m,y prayer beneath the moon — ■ 

Oreai Master, Goat-God — skipping!" 

There passes in ike thin moonlight Iht Goat-God 

Pan; and with a long wail of the pipe Thb 
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Goatherd Bot m sUmt. Then the tnotm 
jades, and all is black; till, in Ike faint 
grisly light of the false davm creeping up, 
Seelchen is seen rising from the side of the 
sleeping Feibman, The Goatherd Bot 
has gone; but by the rock stands the Shepherd 
of The Cow Horn in his chaU. 
Seelchen. Years, years I have slept. My spirit is 
hungry. [Then as she sees the Shepherd of The Cow 
HoHN standing there] I know ihee now — Life of the 
earth — ^the amell o( thee, the sight of thee, the taste 
of thee, and all thy music. I have passed thee and 
gone by. [She moves away\ 

Felsman. \Waking\ Where woutdst thou go ? 
Seelchen. To the edge of the world. 
Felsman. [Rising and trying to slay her] Thou shall 
not leave me! 

[fiirf againd her sTiilvng gesture he struggles as 
though against soKdily] 
Seelchen. Friend! The time is on me. 
Felsman. Were my kissels, then, too rude? Was I 
too dull? 

SeeiiCHEN, I do not regret. 

The Youth of The Wine Hokn is seen sud- 
denly standing opposite the moHanless Shep- 
herd of The Cow Horn; and his mandolin 
twangs out. 
Feuman. The cursed music of the Town! la it 
back to him thou wilt go? [Grojnng for sight of the 
haled figure] I caanot see. 
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Sebxohen, Fear not! I go ever onward. 
Felbuan, Do not leave me to Ibe wind In the rockst 
Without thee love is dead, and I must die. 
Seelcben. Poor heart! I am gone, 
FxuKAN. [Crouching against the rock] It is cold. 
At the blowing of Ike Shepherd's pipe, The Cow 
Horn stretches forth his hand to her. The 
mandolin twangs out, and The Wine Hobn 
holds oul his hand. SJie stands unmomrig. 
Seelchen. Companions, I must go. In a moment 
it will be dawn. 

In silence The Cow Hobn and The Wine 
Horn coi-er their faces. Th* faltt dawn diea. 
It falls quite dark. 



SCENE V 

Then a faint glow stealing up^ lights the snovry head of 
The Great Horn, and streams forth on Seelchen. 
To either side of that path of lights like shadows. 
The Cow Horn and The Winb Horn stand with 
cloaked heads, 

Seelchen. Great One! I come! 

The Peak of The Great Horn speaks in a 
far-away voice, grorving, wiih the lights 
dearer and stronger. 

Wandering flame, thou restless fever 
Burning all things, regretting none; 
The winds of fate are stilled for ever^ 
Thy little generous life is done. 
And all its wistful wanderings cease! 
Thou traveller to the tiddess sea. 
Where light and dark, and change and peace. 
Are One — Came, little soul, to Mystery! 

Seelchen, falling on her knees, bows her head 
to the ground. The glow slowly fades tUl the 
scene is black. 
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Then as Ike blackness lifts, m tke dim light of ths false 
dawn fUlering through ike wiTidow of tke mownlain 
htd, Lauond and Fei^m.vn are seen standing he- 
side Seelchen looking down at her asleep on the 
vmuhw seal. 
Felsman [Putting out his hand to wake her] In a 
moment it will be dawn. 

She stirs, and her lips move, wMmvuring. 
Lamond. Let her sleep. She's dreaming. 

Feisman raises a lantern, tUl its light faUs on 

her face. Then tke two men move deaUkUy 

towards tke door, and, as she speaks, pass out. 

Seelchen. [Rixing to ker knees, and stretching out 

her /lands unth ecstasy] Great One, I come! [Waking, 

she looks around, and struggles to her feel] My little 

Through the open door, the first flush of dawn 
shows in the shg. There is a sound of goat- 
hells passing. 

The curtain falls. 
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ACT I 

The scene is the managing clerk*s room, at the offices of 
James and Walter How» on a July miming. 
The room is old-fashioned, furnished vrUh well-vmm 
m^ahogany and leather, and lined with tin boxes and 
estate 'plans. It has three doors. Two of them 
are close together in the 'centre of a waU, One of 
these two doors leads to the otder office, which is 
only divided from the managing clerk*s room by a 
partition of wood and dear glass; and when the 
door into this outer office is opened there can be 
seen the wide outer door leading out on to the stone 
stairway of the building. The other of these two 
centre doors leads to the junior derk*s room. The 
third door is that leading to the partners* room. 

The managing clerk, Cokeson, is sitting at his table 
adding up figures in a pass-book, and murmuring 
their numbers to himself. He is a man of sixty, 
wearing spectacles; rather short, with a bald head, 
and an honest, pug-dog face. He is dressed in a 
wm-wom black frock-coat and pepper-and-saU 
trousers, 

Cokeson. And five's twelve, and three — ^fifteen, 
nineteen, twenty-three, thirty-two, forty-one — and carry 

1 
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four. [He tick» the page, and goes on murmuring] 
Five, seven, twelve, seventeen, twentj-four and nine, 
thirty-three, thirteen and carry one. 

He again rtiakea a tick. The outer office 

door is opentd, arid Sweedle, the ojfice-boy, 

appears, dosing the door behind him. He 

is a pale youth of sixteen, vrith spiky hair. 

CoKEBom. [With grumpy expectation] And carry 

Sweedle. There's a party wants to see Falder, Mr. 
Cokeson. 

CoKESON. Five, nine, sisteen, twenty-one, twenty- 
nine — and carry two. Sent him to Morria'a. What 

name? 

SwEEDLB. Honeywill. 

Cokeson. What's hia business? . 

Sweedle. It's a woman. 
I Cokeson. A lady P 
I Sweedle. No, a person. 

Cokeson. Ask her in. Take this pass-book to 
Mr. James. [He closes the pass-hook. 

Sweedle. [ReopeniTtg ike door] Will you come in, 
please P 

Rttth Hongtwiu. comes tn. She is a tail 
woman, twenty-six years old, unpretetir- 
Uously dreaaed, with black hair and eyes, 
and an ivory-wkiie, clear-cut face. She 
stands very still, having a natural dignity of 
pose and gesture. 



^cri JUSTICE 8 

SwEEDLE goes Old into the partners' room with 
the pass-hook. 

CoKESoN. [Looking round at Ruth] The young 
man's out. [SuspiciotLsly] State your business, please. 

Ruth. [Who speaks in a matter-of-fact voice, and 
with a slight West-Country accen£\ It's a personal 
matter, sir. 

CoKESoN. We don't allow private callers here. 
Will you leave a message ? 

Ruth. I'd rather see him, please. 

She narrows her dark eyes and gives him a 
honeyed look, 

CoKESON. [Expanding'] It's all against the rules. 
Suppose I had my friends here to see me! It'd never 
do! 

Ruth. No, sir. 

CoKEsoN. [A little taken ahac1e\ Exactly! And here 
you are wanting to see a junior clerk! 

Ruth. Yes, sir; I must see him. 

CoKEsoN. [Turning full round to her with a sort of 
outraged interest] But this is a lawyer's office. Go to 
his private address. 

Ruth. He's not there. 

CoKEsoN. [Unea^] Are you related to the party? 

Ruth. No, sir. 

CoKESON. [In real emharra^ssment] I don't know 
what to say. It's no affair of the office. 

Ruth. But what am I to do ? 

CoKESON. Dear me! I can't tell you that. 
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SwEEDLE corner back. He croaset lo the outer 

o^ice and paaaef through mlo it, wilh a 

qaizzical look at Cokehon, carefuUg leaving 

the door an inch or two open. 

COKESON. [FoHified hj this took] Thia won't do, 

you know, this won't do at all. Suppose one of the 

partners came in! 

An incoherent hwcking and ckuckliTig is heard 
from the outer door of the outer office. 
SwEBDLE. [Pvtting Ai* head in] There's some chil- 
dren outside here. 

Ruth. They're mine, please, 
SwEEDLE. Shall 1 hold them in check? 
Ruth. They're quite small, sir. [She takes a step 
towards Cokebon. 

CoKEHON. You mustn't take up his lime in office 
hours; we're a clerk short aa it is. 

Ruth, It's a matter of life and death. 
CoKEsoN. [Again autraged] Life and deathi 
SwBEDLE, Here is Falder, 

Falder has entered through ike outer office. 
He is a pale, good-looking young man, 
with ipiick, rather scared eyes. He moves 
toieards the door of the clerks' office, and 
stands there irresolute. 
CoKEsoN', Well, I'll give you a minute. It's not 

Taking up a bundle of papers, he goes Old into 
the partners' room. 
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Ruth. [In a low, hurried voice] He's on the drink 
again. Will. He tried to cut my throat last night. 
I came out with the children before he was awake. 
I went round to you 

Falder. I've changed my digs. 

Ruth. Is it all ready for to-night ? 

Falder. I've got the tickets. Meet me 11.45 at 
the booking office. For God's sake don't forget we're 
man and wife! [Looking at her with tragic intensity] 
Ruth! 

Ruth. You're not afraid of going, are you ? 

Falder. Have you got your things, and the chil- 
dren's? 

Ruth. Had to leave them, for fear of waking 
Honeywill, all but one bag. I can't go near home 
again. 

Falder. [Wincing] All that money gone for nothing. 
How much mttst you have ? 

Ruth. Six pounds — ^I could do with that, I think. 

Falder. Don't give away where we're going. [As 
if to himself] When I get out there I mean to forget 
itaU. 

Ruth. If you're sorry, say so. I'd sooner he killed 
me than take you against your will. 

Falder. [With a queer smite] WeVc got to go. 
I don't care; I'll have you. 

Ruth. You've just to say; it's not too late. 

Falder. It is too late. Here's seven pounds. 
Booking office — 11.45 to-night. If you weren't what 
you are to me, Ruth ! 
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Rbth. ^19s me! 

They ding together patsionateli/, then fly apart 
juM as CoKEsoN re-enters the room.. Ruth 
turns and goes aid through the outer office. 
CoKEsoN advances deliberately to his chair 
and seals himself, 
CoKESON. This isn't right, Palder. 
Paldeh. It shan't occur again, sir. 
CoKESON, It's an improper use of these premises, 
Faldbr. Yea, sir, 

CoKEBON. You quite understand — the party waa 
in some distress; and, having children with her, I 
Kllowed my feelings^ — - [He opens a drawer and pro- 
duces from it a tract] Just take this! "Purity in the 
Home." It's a well-written thing. 

Faldek, [Taking it, with a pecuiiar expreimm\ 
Thank you, sir. 

CoKEBON. And look here, Falder, before Mr. Walter 
comes, have you finished up that cataloguing Davis 
had in hand Isefore he left P 

Falder. I ahall have done with it to-morrow, sir — 
for good. 

CoKEBON. It's over a week since Davis went. Now 
it won't do, Falder. You're neglecting your work 
for private life. I shan't mention about the party 

ha^nng called, but 

Falder. [Passing into kia room] "Thank you, sir. 
CoKsaoN stares at the door through which 
Falder has gone out; then shakes his head, 
and is jitst settling dovm la write, when 
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Walter How come» in through the outer 
office. He is a rather refined-looking man 
of thirty-five, vHih a pleaaajit, almost apolo- 



WaIjTer. Good-moming, Cokesott. 

CoKESoN. Moroing, Mr. Walter. 

Walter. My father here ? 

CoKESON. [Always with a certain patronage as to a 
young man who might he doing h^er'\ Mr. James has 
becQ here since eleven o'clock. 

Walter. I've been io to see the pictures, at the 
Guildhall. 

CoKESON. \Looking at him. as though this were 
exactly wliat toas to be expected] Have you now — ye-ea. 
This lease of Boulter's — am I to send it to counsel ? 

WALTint. What does my father say? 

CoKESON. 'Aven't bothered him. 

Walter, Well, we can't be too careful. 

CoKESON. It's such a little thing — hardly worth 
the fees. I thought you'd do it yourself. 

Walter. Send it, plea%. I don't want the re- 
Bponaibility. 

CoKESoN. [With an indescrihahle air of compassion] 
Just BlS you like. This "right-of-way" case — we've 
got 'em on the deeda. 

Walter. I know; but the intention was obvious!'' 
to exclude that bit of common ground. 

CoKESON. We needn't worry about that. Wc'te 
the right side of the law. 

W>j.TER. I don't like it. 
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CoKEHON. [With an indvlgad «mife] We shan't want 
to set ourselves up againat the law. Your father 
wouldn't waste his time doing that. 

As he speaks James How cames in from the 
partners' room. He is a shortish man, wiik 
white side-whinkers, plentiful grey kair, 
shrewd eyes, and gold pince-nez. 
James. Morning, Walter. 
Wai,ter. How are jou, father? 
CoKESON. [Looking down his nose at the papen in 
his hand aa though deprecating their »ize} I'll just take 
Boulter's lease in to young Falder to draft the in- 
structions. [He goes oiU into Falder's room. 
Walter. About that rigbt-ot-way case ? 
James. Oh, well, we must go forward there. I 
thought you told me yesterday the finn's balance 
was over four hundred. 
Walter. So it is. 

James. [Holding out the pass-book to his son] Three 
— five — one, no recent cheques. Juat get me out the 
cheque-book. 

Walter goes to a eujhoard, unlocks a drawer. 
and produces a cheque-book. 
Jameb. Tick the pounds in the counterfoils. Five, 
fifty-four, seven, five, twenty-eight, twenty, ninety, 
eleven, fifty-two, seventy-one. Tally ? 

Walter. [Nodding] Can't underatand. Made sure 
it was over four hundred. 

Jambs. Give me the cheque-book. [He takes th^ 
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cheaue-book and cons the counterfoils] What's this 
ninety ? 

Walter. Who drew it ? 

James. You. 

Walter. [Taking the cheque-book] July 7th? That's 
the day I went down to look over the Trenton Estate 
— ^last Friday week; I came back on the Tuesday, 
you remember. But look here, father, it was nine I 
drew a cheque for. Five guineas to Smithers and my 
expenses. It just covered all but half a crown. 

James. [Gravely] Let's look at that ninety cheque. 
[He sorts the cheque out from the bundle in the pocket of 
the pass-book] Seems all right. There's no nine here. 
This is bad. Who cashed that nine-pound cheque? 

Walter. [Puzzled and pained] Let's see! I was 
finishing Mrs. Reddy's will — only just had time; yes 
— I gave it to Cokeson. 

James. Look at that t y : that yours ? 

Walter. [After consideration] My y*s curl back a 
little; this doesn't. 

James. [As Cokeson re-enters from Falder's room] 
We must ask him. Just come here and cany your 
mind back a bit, Cokeson. D'you remember cashing a 
cheque for Mr. Walter last Friday week — ^the day he 
went to Trenton ? 

Cokeson. Ye-es. Nine pounds. 

James. Look at this. [Handing him the cheque. 

Cokeson. No! Nine pounds. My lunch was just 
coming in; and of course I like it hot; I gave the cheque 
to Davis to run round to the bank. He brought it 
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back, all gold — you remember, Mr. Walter, you 
wanted Bome silver to pay your cab. \With a eerttan 
contem'plwius com,passion\ Here, let tne see. You've 
got the wrong cheque. 

He takes cheque-book and patg-book from 
Walter. 

Waltim. Afraid not. 

CoKESON. [Having seen for himself] It's funny. 

James. You gave it to Davis, and Davis sailed for 
Australia on Monday. Looks black, Cokesoa, 

CoKESON. [Piaiied and upsel] Why this'd be a 
felony! No, no! there's some mistake. 

James. I hope so. 
■" . C0KE8ON. There's never been anything of that sort 
in the office the twenty-nine years I've been here. 

James. [Looking at cheque and counterf<nl\ This is a 
Tery clever bit of work; a warning to you not to leave 
space after your figures, Walter. 

Walter. [Feieif] Yes, I know — I was in auch a 
tearing hurry that afternoon. 

CoKEBON. \Svddenly\ This has upset me. 

James. The counterfoil altered too — very deUberate 
piece of swindling. What was Davis's ship ? 

Walter. CUy of Rangoon. 

James. We ought to wire and have him arrested 
at Naples; he can't be there yet. 

CoKESorf. His poor young wife. I liked the young 
man. Dear, oh dear! In this office! 

WAi;rEB. Shall I go to the bank and ask the 
cashier? 
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James. [Grimly] Bring him round here. And ring 
up Scotland Yard. 

Walter. Really? 

He goes md through the (nder office. James 
paces the room. He itops and looks at 
CoKEsoN, -who is diseonsolately rubbing the 
knees of his trousers. 

James. Well, Cokeson! There's something in char- 
acter, isn't there ? 

Cokeson. [Looking at him over hU »'pectades\ I don't 
quite take you, sir. 

Jamb». Your story would sound d d thin to 

any one who didn't know you. 

Cokeson, Ye-es! [He laughs. Then with sudden 
graii'ty] I'm sorry tor that young man. I feel it aa 
iF it was my own aon, Mr. James. 

James. A nasty business! 

Cokeson. It unsettles you. All goes on regular, 
and then a thing like this happens. Shan't relish 
my lunch to-day. 

James. Ah bad as that, Cokeson ? 

Cokeson. It makes you think. [Confidentiallg] He 
must have had temptation. 

Jaues. Not so fast. We haven't convicted him 

Cokeson. I'd sooner have lost a month's salary 
than had this happen. [He broods. 

James. I hope that fellow will huny up. 

Cokeson. [Keeping things pUasani for the cashier] 
It isn't fifty yards, Mr. James. He won't be a minute. 
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James. The idea of dishonesty about this office — 
it hits me hard, Cokeson. 

He goes lowardi the door of Ike parinera' room. 

SwEEDLE. [Entering quietly, to Cokeson in a low 
voice] She's popped up again, sir — something she 
forgot to saj to Falder. 

C0KE8ON. [Roused from ki» ofrrfrorfum] EhP Im- 
possible. Send her away! 

James. What's Ihat ? 

CoKEsoN. Nothing, Mr. James. A private matter. 
Here, I'll come myself. [He goes into the outer office 
as James ■passes into the ■partners' room] Now, you 
really mustn't — we can't have anybody just now. 

Ruth. Not for a minute, sir? 

CoKESON. Reely! Reely! I can't have it. If 
you want him, wait about; he'll be going out for his 
lunch directly. 

Ruth. Yes, sir. 

Walter, entering with the cashier, parses 
RiTTH OS she leaitea Ike outer office. 

C0KE80N. [To the cashier, who resembles a sedentary 
dragoon] Good-moming. [To Walter] Your father's 

Walter crosses and goes into the partners' 



COKESON. It's 

Mr. Cowley. I'l 



I nahsty, unpleasant little matter, 
quite ashamed to have to trouble 



C0W1.ET. I remember the cheque quite well. [Aa 
if it -mete a /jwr] Seemed in perfect order. 
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CoKESON. Sit down, won't you ? I'm not a sensitive 
nuin, but a thing like this about the place — it's not 
nice. I like people to be open and jolly together. 

Cowley. Quite so. 

CoKESON. [BiitUmkoling him, and glancing toward* 
the partners' Toom] Of course he'a a young man. I've 
told him about it before now — leaving space after his 
figures, but he wiU do it. 

Cowley. I should remember the person's face — 
quite a youth. 

CoKBBON. I don't think we shall be able to show 
him to you, as a matter of fact. 

James and Walter have come back from the 

Jamss. Good-moming, Mr. Cowley. You've seen 
my son and myself, you've seen Mr. Cokeson, and 
you've seen Sweedle, my office-boy. It was none of 
us, I take it. 

The caakier shakes kh head with a rmUe. 

James. Be so good as to ait there. Cokeson, 
engage Mr. Cowley in conversation, will you? 

He goes towards Falder's room. 

CoKEBON. Just a word, Mr. James. 

Jambb. Well? 

Cokeson. You don't want to upset the young man 
in there, do you ? He's a nervous young teller. 

James. This must be thoroughly cleared up, Cokeson, 
for the sake of Falder's name, to say nothing of youre. 

CoKBBON. [With some dignHy] That'll look after 
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itself, sir. He's been upaet once this morning; I 
don't want him startled again. 

Jaues. It's a matter of form; but I can't stand ujmn 
oiceness over a tbing like this — too serious. Just 
talk to Mr. Cowley. 

He opens the door of Faldbb'b room. 
Jaues. Bring in the papers in Boulter's lease, will 
you, Falder? 

C0KE80N. [Bnrding into iioice] Do you keep do^ ? 
The cashier, with his eyes fixed on the door, does 
no* answer. 
CoKEBON. You haven't such a thing as a bulldog 
pup you could spare me, I suppose ? 

At the look on the cashier's face hi» jaw drops, 
and he turns to see Falder standintj in the 
doorway, ivitk his eyes fi^ced on Cowley, 
like the eyes of a rabbit fasten^ on a 
snake. 
Faldeh. [Advancing with the papers\ Here they 
are, sir! 

Jameb. [Taking them\ Thank you. 
Falder. Do you want me, sir ? 
James. No, thanks! 

Falder turns and goes hack into his ovm 
room. As he skids the door James gives tke 
cashier an interrogative look, and the cashier 

James. Sure P This isn't as we suspected, 
CowLET. Quite. He knew me. I suppose he can't 
slip out of that room ? 
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Falder. Yes, s 
Cowley, If I'm wanted, I < 
young man who cashed the cheque 



CoKESON. [Gtoomily] There's only the window — a 
whole floor and a basement. 

Ths door of Falder's room is quietly opened, 
and Falder, with his kal in his hand, moves 
towards the door of the oider office, 
Jaueb. [Quietly] Where are you going, Falder i* 
Falder. To have my lunch, sir. 
James. Wait a few minutes, would you? I want 
to speak to you about this lease. 

[He goes bach into kis Toom. 
■ that's the 
vas the last 

cheque I bandied that morning before my lunch. 
These are the numbers of the notes he had. [He puts 
a slip of paper on the table; then, brushing his hat round] 
Good-morning! 

James. Good-morning, Mr. Cowley! 
Cowley. [To CoKBaoN] Good-moming. 
CoKESON. [With stupefaction] Good-moming. 

The cashier goes out through the outer office, 
CoKESON sUs down in his chair, as though 
it were the only place left in the morass of his 
jeelinys. 
WAiyrEB. What are you going to do ? 
Jambs. Have him in. Give me the cheque and 
the counterfoil. 

CoKESON. I don't understand. I thought young 

Davis 

James. We shall see. 
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Waivter. One moment, father: have you thought 
it out? 

James. Call him in! 

C0KE8ON. [Rinng witk difficvUy and opening Fai<- 
der's door; hoarsely] Step in here a minute. 

F ALDER cornea in. 

Faldee, [Impasiiveli/] Yes, air? 

Jameb. [Turning to him suddenly with the cheque 
held out] You know this cheque, Falder ? 

Falder. No, air. 

Jambb. Look at it. You cashed it last Friday week. 

Falder. Oh! yes, sir; that one — Davis gave it me, 

Jamis. I know. And you gave Davia the cash P 

Faldeir. Yes, sir. 

Jameb. When Davis gave you the cheque was it 
exacUy like this ? 

Falder. Yes, I think so, sir. 

Jaueb. You know that Mr. Walter drew that cheque 
for nine pounds ? 

Falder. No, sir — ninety. 

Jahes. Nine, Fajder. 

Faldeb. [Faintly] I don't understand, sir. 

Jambs. The suggestion, of course, is that the cheque 
was altered; whether by you or Davis is the question. 

Falder. I — I 

CoKBBON, Take your time, take youf time. 

Falder. [Regaining his imjxumvity] Not by me, sir. 

James. The cheque was handed to Cokeson by Mr. 
Walter at one o'clock; we know that because Mr. 
Cokeson's lunch had just arrived. 
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CoKESON. I couldn't leave it. 

James. Exactly; he therefore gave the cheque to 
Davis. It was cashed by you at 1.15. We know 
that because the cashier recollects it for the last cheque 
he handled before his lunch. 

Falder. Yes, sir, Davis gave it to me because 
some friends were giving him a farewell luncheon. 

James. [Pvazled\ You accuse Davis, then ? 

Faldeb. I don't know, sir — ^it's very funny. 

Walter, who haa come close to his father^ says 
something to him in a low voice, 

James. Davis was not here again after that Saturday, 
was he? 

CoKESoN. [Anonous to be of ctssistance to the young 
man, and seeing faint signs of their all being jolly once 
more] No, he sailed on the Monday. 

James. Was he, Falder ? 

Falder. [Very faintly] No, sir. 

James. Very well, then, how do you account for 
the fact that this nought was added to the nine in 
the counterfoil on or after Tuesday? 

CoKESON. [Surprised] How's that ? 

Falder gives a sort of lurch; he tries to pvU 
himself together, but he has gone all to 
pieces, 

James. [Very grimly] Out, I'm afraid, Cokeson. 
The cheque-book remained in Mr. Walter's pocket 
till he came back from Trenton on Tuesday morning. 
In the face of this, Falder, do you still deny that you 
altered both cheque and counterfoil ? 
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Paldeb, No, sir — no, Mr. How. I did it, sir; I 
did it. 

CoKEsoN. [Sitccumbing to kU feelings] Dear, dear! 
what a thing to do! 

Falder. I wanted the money so badly, sir. I 
didn't know what I was doing. 

CoKEBON. However such a thing could have come 
into your head! 

Faldeb. [Gmaping at the woTd»\ I can't think, 
sir, really! It was just a minute of madness, 

James. A long minute, Falder. [Taping the 
counterfoil] Four days at least. 

Falder. Sir, I swear I didn't know what I'd done 
till afterwards, and then I hadn't the pluck. Oh! 
sir, look over it! I'll pay the money back — I will, I 

James. Go into your room. 

Falder, with a mtrift imploring look, goes back 
into hit room. There is silence. 

James. About as bad a case as there could be. 

CoKESON. To break the law like that— in here! 

Walter. What's to be done ? 

James. Nothing for it. Prosecute. 

Wai-ter. It's his first offence. 

James. [Shaking his head] I've grave doubts of 
that. Too neat a piece of swindling altogether. 

CoKEsoN. I shouldn't be surprised if he waa 
tempted, 

Jameb. Life's one long temptation, Cokeson. 

Cdsebon. Ye-es, but I'm speaking of th¥ flesh 
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and the devil, Mr. James. There was a woman come 
to see him this morning. 

Walter. The woman we passed as we came in 
just now. Is it his wife ? 

CoKESON. No, no relation. [Restraining what in 
jollier circumstances wovld have been a winlc\ A married 
person, though. 

Walter. How do you know ? 

CoKESON. Brought her children. [Scandalised] 
There they were outside the office. 

James. A real bad egg. 

Walter. I should like to give him a chance. 

James. I can't forgive him for the sneaky way he 
went to work — counting on our suspecting young 
Davis if the matter came to light. It was the merest 
accident the cheque-book stayed in your pocket. 

Walter. It mvM have been the temptation of a 
moment. He hadn't time. 

James. A man doesn't succumb like that in a nCioment, 
if he's a clean mind and habits. He's rotten; got the 
eyes of a man who can't keep his hands off when there's 
money about. 

Walter. [Dryly] We hadn't noticed that before. 

James. [Brushing the remark aside] I've seen lots 
of those fellows in my time. No doing anything with 
them except to keep 'em out of harm's way. They've 
got a blind spot. 

Walter. It's penal servitude. 

CoKSSON. They're nahsty places — ^prisons. 

James. [Hesitating] I don't see how it's possible 
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r tte question to keep him in 



to spare hi 
this office- 

CoKBSON. [Hypruaise<{\ Of course it it. 

James. Equally out of the question to send him 
out amongst people who've no knowledge of his char- 
acter. One must think of society. 

Walter. But to brand him like this ? 

James. If it had been a. straightforward case I'd 
give him another chance. It's far from that. He 
has dissolute habile. 

CoKEsoN. I didn't say that — extenuating drcum- 
staaces. 

Jaues. Same thing. He's gone to work in the 
most cold-blooded way to defraud his employers, 
and cast the blame on an innocent man. If that's 
not a cose for the law to lake its course, I don't know 
what is. 

Walter. For the sake of his future, though. 

Jaues. [SaTcadioaUy] According to you, no one 
' would ever prosecute. 

Walter. [.VeU/eti] I hate the idea ot it. 

CoKEsoN. That's rather ex parte, Mr. Walter! Wo 
must have protection. 

James, This is degenerating into talk. 

He moves towards the partners' room. 

(Wautkk. Put yourself m his place, father. 
Jaues. You ask too much of me. 
Wai/ier. We can't possibly tell the pressure there 
vaa on him. 
James. You may depend on it, my boy, if a man is 
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going to do this sort of thing he'll do it, pressure or ^^...^ 
no pressure; if he isn't nothing'll make him. / 

Walter. He'll never do it again. 

CoKESON. [FcUtumsly] S'pose I were to have a talk 
with him. We don't want to be hard on the young 
man. 

James. That'll do, Cokeson. I've made up my 
mind. [He passes into the partners* room, 

Cokeson. [After a doubtful rruyment] We must ex- 
cuse your father. I don't want to go against your 
father; if he thinks it right. 

Wai/ter. Confound it, Cokeson! why don't you 
back me up ? You know you feel 

Cokeson. [On his dignity] I really can't say wl 
I feel. 

Waivteb. We shall regret it. 

Cokeson. He must have known what he was 
doing. 

Walter. [Bitterly] "The quality of mercy is n^-- 
strained." 

Cokeson. [Looking at him askance] Come, come, Mr. 
Walter. We must try and see it sensible. 

Sweedle. [Entering with a tray] Your lunch, sir. 

Cokeson. Put it down! 

While Sweedle is putting it down on Coke- 
son's tabUy the detective^ Wister, enters the 
outer office^ and, finding no one there, comes 
to the inner doorway. He is a square, 
medium-sized man, dean-shaved, in a ser- 
viceable blue serge suit and strong boots. 




i 



a 



JUSTICE 



WiSTER. [To Walter] From Scotland Yard, air, 
Detective-Sergeant Wister. 

Walter. [Ankance] Very well! I'll speak to my 
father. 

He goes into the partners' room. Jameb enters. 

Jambb. Morning! [In answer lo an appealing gesture 

from Cokeson] I'm sorry; I'd stop short of this if I 

felt I could. Open that door. [Sweedle, wondering 

and scared, opens il] Come here, Mr. Falder. 

As Falder comes shrinldngly out, the d^ective. 
in obedience to a ingn from Jambs, slips kia 
hand out and grasps his arm. 
Falder. [Recoiling] Oh! no, — oh! no: 
WisTER. Come, come, there's a good lad. 
SjlUES. I charge him with felony. 
Falder. Oh, sir! There's some one — I did it for 
her. Let me be till to-morrow. 

James motions vnth his hand. At that sign of 
hardness, Falder becomes rigid. Then, 
turning, he goes oui quietly in tiie detective's 
grip. James follows, stiff and erect. Swee- 
dle, rushing to the door leUh open nwuih, 
pursues tliem through the outer office into the 
corridor. When they have all disappeared 
Cokeson spins compldely round and makes 
a Tush for the outer office. 
Cokeson. [Hoarseli/] Here! Here! What are we 
doing? 
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There is silence. He takes out his handkerchief 
and mops the sweat from his face. Going 
hack blindly to his table, sits down, and 
stares hlanMy at his lunch. 

The curtain falls. 



ACT II 

A Court of Justice, on a foggy October afternoon-^ 
crotoded wiih barristers, soliciUyrs, reporters, ushers, 
and jurymen. Sitting in the large, solid dock is 
Falder, with a warder on either side of him, placed 
there for his safe custody, hut seemingly indifferent 
to and unconscious of his presence. Falder is 
sitting exactly opposite to the Judge, who, raised 
above the clamour of the court, also seems unconscious 
of and indifferent to everything. ELabold Cleaver, 
the counsel for the Crown, is a dried, yellowish 
man, of more than middle a^ge, in a wig worn almost 
to the colour of his face. Hector Frome, the 
counsel for the defence, is a young, tall num, dean- 
shaved, in a very white wig. Among the spectators, 
having already given their evidence, are James and 
Walter How, and Cowley, the cashier. Wister, 
the detective, is jvM leaving the witness-box. 

Cleaver. That is the case for the Crown, me lud! 

Gathering his robes together, he sits dovm. 

Frome. [Rising and bowing to the Judge] If it please 

your lordship and gentlemen of the jury. I am not 

going to dispute the fact that the prisoner altered 
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this cheque, but I am going to put before you evidence 
as to the condition of his mind, and to submit that 
you would not be justified in finding that he was 
responsible for his actiaua at the time. I am going 
to show you, in fad, that he did this in a moment 
of aberration, amounting to temporar}- insanity, caused 
by the violent distress under which he was labouring. 
Gentlemen, the prisoner is only twenty-three years old 
I shall call before you a woman from whom you will 
learn the events that led up to this act. You will hear 
from her own lipa the tragic circumstances of her life, 
the alill more tragic infatuation with which she haa 
inspired the prisoner. This woman, gentlemen, haa 
been leading a miserable existence with a husband who 
habitually ill-uses her, from whom she actually goes in 
terror of her life. I am not, of course, saying that it's 
either right or desirable for a young man to fall in love 
with a married woman, or that it's his business to rescue 
her from an ogre-tike husband. I'm not saying any- 
thing of the sort. But we all know the power of the 
passion of love; and I would ask you to remember, 
gentlemen, in listening to her evidence, that, married 
to a drunken and violent husband, she haa no power 
to get rid of him; for, as you know, another offence 
besides violence ia necessary to enable a woman to 
obtain a divorce; and of this offence it does not appear 
that her husband is guilty. 

JiTDQB. Is this relevant, Mr. Prome ? 

Fhome. My lord, I submit, extremely— I shall bo 
able to show your lordship that directly. 
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JuDOE. Very well. 

Frome. In these circumalances, what alternatives 
were left to her? She could either go on living with 
this drunkard, in terror of her life; or she could apply 
to the Court for a separation order. Well, gentlemen, \ 
my esperience of such cases assures me that tbia would 
have given her very insufficient protection from the 
violence of such a man : and even ii effectual would very 
likely have reduced her either to the workhouse or 
the streets — for it's not easij, as she is now finding, 
for an unskilled woman without means of livelihood 
to support herself and her children without resorting 
either to the Poor Law or — to apeak quite plainly — to 
the sale of her body. 

JmtaB. You are ranging rather far, Mr, Frome. 

Frdme. I shall fire point-blank in a minute, my 
|ord- 

JiTDOE. Let us hope so. 

Frome. Now, gentlemen, mark — and this is what 
I have been leading up to— this woman will tell you, 
and the prisoner will confirm ber, that, confronted 
with such alternatives, she set her whole hopes on 
himself, knowing the feeling with which she had 
inspired him. She saw a way out of her misery by 
going with him to a new country, where they would 
both be unknown, and might pass as husband and 
wife. This was a desperate and, as my friend Mr. 
Cleaver will no doubt call it, an imiooral resolution; 
but, as a fact, the minds of both of them were con- 
stantly turned towards it. One wrong is no excuse 
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for another, and those who are never likely to be 
fs(!ed by such a sltuulion possibly have the right to 
hold up their hands — as lo that I prefer to say nothing. 
But whatever view you take, gentlemen, of this part 
of Ihe prisoner's story — whatever opinion you form of 
the right of these two young people under such cir- 
cumslances to take the law into their own hands — 
the fact remains th.it this young woman in her distress, 
and this young man, little more than a boy, who was so 
devotedly attached to her, did conceive this — if you like 
— reprehensible design of going away together. Now, 
for that, of course, they required money, and — they 
had none. As to the actual events of the morning of 
July 7th, on which this cheque was altered, the events 
on which I rely to prove the defendant's irresponsi- 
bility — 1 shall allow those events to speak for themselves, 
through the lips of my witnesses. Robert Cokeson. 
[He turns, looks round, takes vp a sheet of paper, and 

Cokeson is sumirwned into court, and goes into 
the witness-box, holding his hat before him. 
The oath is administered to him. 



Fbome. What is your name? 

Cokeson. Robert Cokeson, 

Frome. Are you managing clerk to the firm of 
solicitors who employ the prisoner? 

Cokeson. Ye-es. 

Froub. How long had the prisoner been in their 
employ ? 
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CoKESON^. Two years. No, I'm wrong there — all 
but seventeen days. 

Frome. Had you him under your eye all that 
time? 

CoKESON. Except Sundays and holidays. 

Frome. Quite so. Let us hear, please, what you 
have to say about his general character during those 
two years. 

CoKESON. [Confidentially to the jury, and as if a 
liide surprised at being ashed] He was a nice, pleasant- 
spoken young man. I'd no fault to find with him — 
quite the contrary. It was a great surprise to me 
when he did a thing like that. 

Frome. Did he ever give you reason to suspect his 
honesty ? 

CoKESON. No! To have dishonesty in our office, 
that'd never do. 

Frome. I'm sure the jury fully appreciate that, 
Mr. Cokeson. 

Cokeson. Every man of business knows that 
honesty's the sign qua non. 

Frome. Do you give him a good character all 
round, or do you not ? 

Cokeson. [Turning to the Judge] Certainly. We 
were all very jolly and pleasant together, until this 
happened. Quite upset me. 

Frome. Now, coming to the morning of the 7th of 
July, the morning on which the cheque was altered. 
What have you to say about his demeanour that 
morning ? 
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CoKHBON. [7*0 the jiiTff] If you ask me, T don't 

think he tt&a quite compos when he did it. 
The JtroQE. [Sharply] Are you suggesting that he 



CoRESON. Not compos. 

The Jcdgb. A little more precision, please. 

Frome, [Smoothly] Just tell us, Mr. Cokeson. 

CoKESON. [Somewhat outraged] Well, in my opinion 
— [looking at the JtrDos] — such as it is — he was jumpy 
at the time. The jury will understand my meaning. 

Frome. Will you tell us. how you came to that 
conclusion P 

CoKEsoN. Ye-es, I will. I have my lunch in 
from the restaurant, a chop and a potato — saves 
time. That day it happiened to come just as Mr. 
Walter How handed me the cheque. Well. I like it 
hot; so I went into the clerks' office and I handed 
the cheque to Davis, the other clerk, and told him to 
get change. I noticed young Faldcr walking up and 
down. I said to him: "This is not the Zoological 
Gardens, Falder," 

Feohb. Do you remember what he answered ? 

CoKEsofJ. Ye-es: "I wish to God it were!" Struck 
me as funny. 

Frome. Did you notice anjrthing else peculiar? 

CoKEsoN. I did. 

Frome. What was that ? 

CoEESON. His collar was unbuttoned. Now, I like 
''a young man to be neat. I said to him: "Your 
collar's unbuttoned." 
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Frome. And what did he answer ? 

CoKESON. Stared at me. It wasn't nice. 

The Judge. Stared at you? Isn't that a very 
common practice? 

CoKESON. Ye-es, but it was the look in his eyes. I 
can't explain my meaning—it was funny. 

Frome. Had you ever seen such a look in his eyes 
before? 

Cokeson. No. If I had I should have spoken to 
the partners. We can't have anything eccentric in 
our profession. 

The Judge. Did you speak to them on that oc- 
casion? 

Cokeson. [ConfidentiaUy] Well, I didn't like to 
trouble them about prime facey evidence. 

Frome. But it made a very distinct impression on 
your mind ? 

Cokeson. Ye-es. The clerk Davis could have told 
you the same. 

Frome. Quite so. It's very unfortunate that we've 
not got him here. Now can you tell me of the morning 
on which the discovery of the forgery was made? 
That would be the 18th. Did anything happen that 
morning ? 

Cokeson. [WUh his hand to his ear] I'm a little 
deaf. 

Frome. Was there an3rthing in the course of that 
morning — ^I mean before the discovery — ^that caught 
youi attention ? 

CoKSBON. Ye-es — ^a woman. 
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The Judge. How is thia relevant, Mr. Frome ? 

Fbome. I am trying to establish the state of mind 
in which the prisoner committed this act, my lord. 

The Judge. I quite appreciate that. But this was 
long after the act. 

Frome. Yes, my lord, but it contributes to my 
contention. 

The Jtoge. Weil! 

Frome. You say a woman. Do you mean that she 
came to the office ? 

CoKEaoN. Ye-es. 

Fbome. What for? 

CoKESO-N. Aaked to ace young Palder; he waa out 
at the moment, 

Frome. Did you see her? 

CoKEsoN. I did. 

Fkome. Did she come alone? 

CoKESON. [ConfidetUiiJly] Well, there yon put me 
in s difficulty. I mustn't tell you what the office- 
boy told me. 

Fhome. Quite HO, Mr. Cokeson, quite so 



CoKBSON. [Breaking in vnih t 
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The Judge. What are? What were? 
Cokeson. Her children. They were outside. 
The Judge. How do you know ? 
Cokeson. Your lordship mustn't ask me that, or I 
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shall have to tell you what I was told — and that'd 
never do. 

The Judge. [Smiling] The office-boy made a state- 
ment. 

CoKESoN. Egg-zactly. 

Fbome. What I want to ask you, Mr. Cokeson, is 
this. In the course of her appeal to see Falder, did 
the woman say anything that you specially remem^ 
ber? 

Cokeson. [Looking cA him as if to encourage him to 
complete the sentence] A leetle more» sir. 

Frome. Or did she not ? 

Cokeson. She did. I shouldn't like you to have 
led me to the answer. 

Fbome, [With an irritated smile] Will you tell the 
jury what it was ? 

Cokeson. "It's a matter of life and death." 

FoREBiAN OF THE JuRY. Do you mean the woman 
said that? 

Cokeson. [Noddmg] It's not the sort of thing you 
like to have said to you. 

Fbome. [A little impatiently] Did Falder come in 
while she was there? [Cokeson nods] And she saw 
him, and went away ? 

Casaiaos. Ah! there I can't follow you. I didn't 
see her go. 

F&OME. Well, is she there now? 

Cokeson. [With an indvlgent smile] No! 

Fbome. Thank you, Mr. Cokeson. [He sits down. 

Cleaver. [Rising] You say that on the morning of 
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the forgery the prisoner was jumpy. Well, now, sir, 
what precisely do you mean by that word ? 

CoKEsoN. [tndulgenlli/] I i«in/ you to understand. 
Have you ever seen a dog that's lost its roaster? He 
was kind of everywhere at once with his eyes. 

Cleaver. Thank you; I was coming lo his eyes. 
You called them "funny." What are we to imder- 
stand by that ? Strange, or what f 

CoKESON. Ye-es, funny. 

Cleayer. [Sharply] Yes, sir, but what may be 
funny to you may not be funny to me, or lo the jury. 
Did they look frightened, or shy, or fierce, or 

CoKEBOfJ. You make it very hard for me. I give 

you the word, and you want me to give you another. 

Cr.EAVER. [Rapping hit dftjt] Does "funny" mean 

CoKBSON. Not mad, fun- — • 

Cleaver. Very well! Now you say he had ids 
collar unbuttoned ? Waa it a hot day ? 

CoKEsoN. Ye-es; I think it was. 

Cleaver. And did he button it when you called 
his attention to it P 

CoKESON. Ye-es, I think be did. 

Cleaver. Would you say that that denoted in- 
sanity? 

He rits dovm. Cokeson, -who hat opened Am 
mouth to reply, is le/t gaping. 

Prome. [Rising hoMily] Have you ever caught him 
in that dishevelled stale before ? 



ACT II JUSTICE 85 

CoKESON. No! He was always clean and quiet. 
Fbome. That will do, thank you. 

CoKEsoN turns blandly to the Judge, as th<mgh 
to rebuke counsel for not remembering that 
the Judge might vrish to have a chance; 
arriving at the condvMon that he is to be 
asked nothing further, he turns and descends 
from the box, and sits dovm neod to James 
and Walter. 

Frome. Ruth Honeywill. 

Ruth comes into court, and takes her stand 
stoically in the witness-box. She is sworn, 

Frome. What is your name, please ? 

Ruth. Ruth Honeywill. 

Frome. How old are you ? 

Ruth. Twenty-six. 

Frome. You are a married woman, living with your 
husband ? A little louder. 

Ruth. No, sir; not since July. 

Frome. Have you any children ? 

Ruth. Yes, sir, two. 

Frome. Are they living with you ? 

Ruth. Yes, sir. 

Frome. You know the prisoner? 

Ruth. [Looking at him] Yes. 

Frome. What was the nature of your relations with 
him? 

Ruth. We were friends. 

Thb Judge. Friends ? 
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Rdth. [Simptr/] Lo\'ers, sir. 

The Judqe. [Sharply] In what sense do you use 
that word ? 

RcTH, We love each other. 

The JtJDGE. Yes, bul 

Roth. [Shaking her head\ No, your lordship— not 
yet. 

The Judge. Not yet! H'm! [He looks pom Ruth 
to Faldeb] Well! 

Frome. What ia your husband ? 

Ruth. Traveller. 

Frome. And what was the nature of your married 
life? 

Ruth. [Shaking her head\ It don't bear talkmg 
about. 

Fhome. Did he ill-treat you, or what? 

RtPTH. Ever since my firat was born. 

Frome. In what way? 

Ruth. I'd rather not say. All sorts of ways. 

The Judge. I am afraid I must stop this, you know. 

Ruth. [Poijaing to Palder] He offered to take me 
out of it, air. We were going to South America. 

Frome. [Hastily] Yes, quite — and what prev^ited 

Ruth, I was outside his office when he was taken 
away. It nearly broke iny heart, 

Frome. You knew, then, that he had been arrested ? 

Ruth. Yes, sir. I called at his office afterwards, 
and [pointing to Cokeson] that gentleman told me all 
about it. 
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Frome. Now, do you remembn the morniiig of 
Friday, July 7th ? 

Ruth. Yes. 

Frome. Why? 

Ruth. My husband nearly Strang^ me that 
morning. 

The Judge. Nearly strangled you! 

Ruth. [Botoing her head\ Yes, my lord. 

Frome. With his hands, or ? 

Ruth. Yes, I just managed to get away from 
him. I went straight to my friend. It wai eight 
o'clock. 

The Judge. In the morning? Your husband was 
not under the influence of liquor then ? 

Ruth. It wasn't always that. 

Frome. In what condition were you ? 

Ruth. In very bad condition, sir. My dress was 
torn, and I was half dioking. 

Frome. Did you tell your friend what had hap- 
pened? 

Ruth. Yes. I wish I never had. 

Frome. It upset him ? 

Rjdth. Dreadfully. 

Frome. Did he ever speak to you about a cheque? 

Ruth. Never. 

Frome. Did he ever give you ai^ moQ^ ? 

Ruth. Yes. 

FRoifE. When was that? 

Ruth. On Saturday. 

Frome. The 8th? 
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Ruth. 


To buy an outfit for me and tbe children, ^M 


and get all ready to start. ^| 


FnoMB 


. Did that surprise you, or not ? ^M 


Ruth. 


What, sir? ■ 


FaoME 


. That he had money to give you. ^H 


Rttth. 


Yes, because on the morning when my ^H 


husband 


nearly killed me my friend cried because ^H 


he hadn'l 


t the money to get me away. He told me ^M 


afterwards he'd come into a windfall, ^| 


Promb 


, And when did you last see bimp ^H 


Ruth. 


The day he was taken away, sir. It was ^H 


the day y 


I'e were to have started. ^H 


Fromb, 


. Oh, yes, the morning of the arrest. Well, ^H 


did you '. 


Ke him at all between the Friday and that ^M 


morning ? 


[Roth node] What was his manner then ? H 


Ruth. 


Dumb-like — sometimes he didn't seem able ^H 


to say a word. ^| 


Frome. 


. As if something unusual had happened to ^H 


him? 


■ 


Ruth. 


M 


Frome. 


Painful, or pleasant, or what ? • ^H 


Ruth. 


Like a fate hanging over him,-^ ^H 


Frome, 


, [He»Uatmg] Tell me, did you love the pris- ■ 


oner very 


much ? ^M 


Ruth. 


[Bowing her heai\ Yes. ■ 


Frome. 


, And had he a very great affection for you ? ^^k 


Ruth. 


[Looking at Faldeh] Yes, sir. H 


Fkome. 


Now, ma'am, do you or do you not tbink ^H 


that your danger and unhappiness would seriously ^H 


affect his balance, bis control over his actions ? ^^| 
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Ruth. Yes. 

Frome. His reason, even? 

Ruth. For a moment like, I think it would. 

FsoME. Was he very much upset that Friday morn- 
ing, or was he fairly calm ? 

Ruth. Dreadfully upset. I could hardly bear to 
let him go from me. 

Frome. Do you still love him ? 

Ruth. [With her eyes on Falder] He's ruined 
himself for me. 

Frome. Thank you. 

He sits dovm. "RirmreTnainsstmcaUy upright 
in the vritness-box. 

Cleaver. [In a considerate voice] When you left 
him on the morning of Friday the 7th you would not 
say that he was out of his mind, I suppose ? 

Ruth. No, sir. 

Cleaver. Thank you; I've no further questions to 
ask you. 

Ruth. [Bending a little forward to the jury] 1 would 
have done the same for him; I would indeed. 

The Judge. Please, please! You say your married 
life is an unhappy one ? Faults on both sides ? 

Ruth. Only that I never bowed down to him. I 
don't see why I should, sir, not to a man like that. 

The Judge. You refused to obey him ? 

Ruth. [Avoiding the question] I've always studied 
him to keep things nice. 

The Judge. Until you met the prisoner — ^was 
that it ? 
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RcTH. No; even after that. 

The Judge. I ask, you know, because you seem to 

ne to glory in this affection of yours for the prisoner. 

Ruth. [Ilfsitaling] I — I do. It's the only thing in 

The Judoe. [Slaring at her ftarJ] Well, step down. 



Ruth looks at Falder, then jtasset quietly 
doivn and takes her seed among the witneatet. 
Fhoue. I call the prisoner, my lord. 

Faldeh leaves the dock; goes irdo the u>ttn«M- 
601;, and i» duly sworn. 
Fhome. Whal ia your name ? 
Faldek. William Falder. 
Frohe. And age? 
Faldeb. Twenty-three. 
Froue. You are not married ? 

Falder shakes kit head. 
Froue. How long have you known the last witness? 
Falder. Six months. 

FnoME. Is her account of the relationship between 
you a correct one ? 
Faldek. Yes. 

Fromb. You became devotedly attached to her, 
however ? 

Falder. Yes. 

The Judge. Though you knew she was a married 

Falder. I couldn't help it, your lordship. 
The Judge. Couldn't help it ? 
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Fauier. I didn't a«em able to. 

The Judge sHghtiy gkruga his shavldert. 

Fhome, How did you come to know her? 

Faldeh. Through my married sister. 

Fhome. Did you know whether she was happy with 
her husbatid ? 

Faldbr. It was trouble all the time. 

Frome. You knew her husband ? 

Paldeh. Only through her — he's a brute. 

The Jcdge. I can't allow indiacriminate abuse of 
a person not present. 

Fhome. [Botdng] If your lordsfaip pleases. [To 
Faldeb] You admit altering this cheque P 

Faldeh hows his head. 

Fboue. Carry your mind, please, to the morning 
of Friday, July the 7th, and tell the jury what happened. 

FaXiDEB. [Turning to the jury\ I was having my 
breakfast when she came. Her dress was all torn, 
and she was gasping and couldn't seem to get her 
breath at all; there were the marks of his fingers round 
her throat; her arm was bruised, and the blood had 
got into her eyes dreadfully. It frightened me, and 
then when she told me, I felt — I felt — well — it was too 
much for me! [HaTdening suMeidy} If you'd seen it, 
having the feelings for her that I had, you'd have felt 
the same, I know. 

Fhome. YesP 

Faldeb. When she left me — because I had to go 
to the office — I was out of my senses for fear that 
he'd do it again, and thinking what I could do. I 
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couldn't work — nil the morning I was like that — 
simply couldn't 6s my mind on anything. I couldn't 
think at all. I seemed to have to keep moving. When 
Davis — the other clerk — gave me Ihe cheque — be said: 
"It'll do you good. Will, to have a ran with this. 
You seem half oft your chump this morning." Then 
when 1 had it in my hand — I don't know how it came, 
but it ju.st flushed across me that if I put the t y and 
the nought there would be the money to get her away. 
It jU3l came and went— I never thought of it again. 
Ilien Davis went out to his luncheon, and I don't 
really remember what I did till I'd pushed the cheque 
through to the cashier under the rail. I remember 
his saying "Gold or notes?" Thefi I suppose I knew 
what I'd done. Anyway, when I got outside I wanted 
to chuck myself under a 'bus; I wanted to throw the 
money away; but it seemed I was in for it, ao I thought 
at any rate I'd save her. OF course the tickets I took 
for the passage and the little I gave her's been wasted, 
and all. except what I was obliged to spend myself, I've 
restored. I keep thinking over and over however it was 
I came to do it, and how I can't have it all again to do 
differently! 

Faldeb is gilerd, twisting his hands before 

Frome. How far is it from your office to the bank ? 

Faldek. Not more than fifty yards, sir. 

Fromk. From the time Davis went out to lunch to 
the time you ca.shed the cheque, how long do you say 
it must have been P 
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Falder. It couldn't have been four minutes, sir, be- 
cause I ran all the way. 

Frome. During those four minutes you say you 
remember nothing ? 

Falder. No, sir; only that I ran. 

Frome. Not even adding the t y and the nought ? 

Falder. No, sir. I don't really. 

Frome sits dovm^ and Cleaver rises. 

Cleaver. But you remember running, do you ? 

Falder. I was all out of breath when I got to the 
bank. 

Cleaver. And you don't remember altering the 
cheque ? 

Falder. [Faintly] No, sir. 

Cleaver. Divested of the romantic glamour which 
my friend is casting over the case, is this an3i;hing 
but an ordinary forgery ? Come. 

Falder. I was half frantic all that morning, sir. 

Cleaver. Now, now! You don't deny that the 
t y and the nought were so like the rest of the hand- 
writing as to thoroughly deceive the cashier? 

Falder. It was an accident. 

Cleaver. [Cheerfully] Queer sort of accident, wasn't 
it ? On which day did you alter the counterfoil ? 

Falder. [Hanging his head] On the Wednesday 
morning. 

Cleaver. Was that an accident too ? 

Falder. [Faintly] No. 

Cleaver. To do that you had to watch your oppor* 
tunity, I suppose ? 
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Fai-der. [Almogi inaudibly] Yes, 

Cleaver. You don'l i^u^est thai you were sufferiog 
under great excitement when you did that ? 

Falder. I was haunted. 

Cleaver. With the fear of being found out? 

Falder. [Very tou'] Yes. 

The Judge. Didn't it occur to you that the only 
thing for Tou to do was to confe.is lo your empioyera, 
and restore the money ? 

Falder. I was afraid. [There is aUence. 

Cleaver. You desired, too, no doubt, to complete 
your design of taking this woman away? 

Faldeh. When I found I'd done a thing like that, 
to do it for nothing seemed 8o dreadful. I might 
just as well have chucked myself into the river. 

Cleaver. You knew tbat the clerk Davis was about 
to leave England — didn't it occur to you when you 
altered this cheque that suspicion would fall on 
him? 

Falder. It was all done in a moment. I thought 
of it afterwards. 

Cleaver. And that didn't lead you to avow what 
you'd done ? 

Falder. [Sullenl.!/] I meant to write when I got 
out there — I would have repaid the money. 

The Judge. But in the meantime your innocent 
fellow clerk might have been prosecuted. 

Falder. X knew he was a long way off, your lordship. 
I thought there'd be time. I didn't think they'd find 
it out so soon. 
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Frome. I m!ghl remind your lordship that ns Mr. 
Walter How had the cLpque-book in his pocket till 
after Davis had sailed, if the discovery had been 
made only one day later Falder himself would have 
left, and suspicion would have attached to him, and 
not to Davis, from the beginning. 

The Judge. The question is whether the prisoner 
knew that suspicion would light on himself, and not 
on Davis. [To Falder sharply] Did you know that 
Mr. Walter How had the cheque-book till after Davia 
had sailed P 

Falder. I — I — thought — he 

The Judge. Now apeak the truth — yea or no! 

Faldek. [Very hw] No, my lord. I had no means 
of knowing. 

The Judge. That diaposea of jour point, Mr. 
Frome. 

[Frome bowt to the Judoe. 

Clg-^veb. Has any aberration of this nature ever 
attacked you before ? 

Falder. [Faintlj/] No, sir. 

Cleaver. You had recovered sufficiently to go back 
to your work that afternoon ? 

Falder. Yes, I had to take the money back. 

Cleaver. You mean the nine pounds. Your wits 

were sufficiently keen for you to remember that ? 

And you still persist in saying you don't remember 

. altering this cheque. [He site down. 

Falder. If I hadn't been mad I should never 
bave had the courage. 
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Frome. [Rising] Did you have your lunch before 
going back ? 

Falder. I never ate a thing all day; and at night 
I couldn't sleep. 

Frome. Now, as to the four minutes that elapsed 
between Davis's going out and your cashing the cheque: 
do you say that you recollect notking during those four 
minutes P 

Faloer. [Ajter a momeni] I remember thinU ng of 
Mr. Cokeson's face. 

Frome. Of Mr. Cokeson'a face! Had that any 
connection with what you were doing P 

Falder. No, air. 

Frome. Was that in the office, before you ran 
out? 

Faujer. Yes, and while 1 was running. 

Fhome, And that lasted till the cashier said: "TOU 
you have gold or notes?" 

Faldeh. Yea, and then I seemed to come to myself 
— and it was too late. 

Frome. Thank you. That closes the evidence for 
the defence, my lord. 

The Judge nods, and Faldeb goet back to 
kis seat in the dock. 

Frome. [Oallmring up notes] If it please your lordship 
— Gentlemen of the Jury,— My friend in cross-examina- 
tion has shown a disposition to sneer at the defence 
which has been set up in this case, and I am free to 
admit that nothing 1 can say will move you, if the evi- 
dence has not already convinced you that the prisoner 
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committed this act in a moment when lo all practical 
intenta and purposes he was not responsible for his 
actions; a moment of such mental and moral vacuity, 
arising from the violent emotional agitation under which 
he had been suffering, as lo amount to temporary 
madness. My friend has alluded lo the "romantic "\ 
glamour" with which 1 have sought to invest this case. 
Gentlemen, I have done nothing of the kind. I have 
merely shown you the background of "life" — thai 
palpitating life which, believe me — whatever my friend 
may say — always lies behind the commission of a cri 
Now gentlemen, we live id a highly civilized age, 
and the sight of brutal violence disturbs us in a very 
strange way, even when we have no personal interest 
in the matter. But when we see it inflicted on a 
woman whom we love— what then ? Just think of 
what your own feelings would have been, each of you, 
at the prisoner's age; and then look at him. Well! 
he is hardly the comfortable, shall we say bucolic, person 
likely to contemplate with equanimity marks of gross 
violence on a woman to whom he was devotedly at- 
tached. Yes, gentlemen, look at him! He has not a 
strong face; hut neither has he a vicious face. He is just 
the sort of man who would easily become the prey of 
his emotions. You have heard the description of his 
eyes. My friend may laugh at the word "funny" — I 
think il better describes the peculiar uncanny look of 
those who are strained to brea king- point than any other 
word which could have been used. I don't pretend, 
mind you, that his mental irresponsibility was more 
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th»n a flash of darkness, in which all sense of proportion 
became lost; but I do contend, that, just as a man who 
destroys himself at such a moment may be, and ctften 
is. absolved from the stigma attaching to the crime of 
self-murder, so he may, and frequently does, commit 
other (.Times while in this irresponsible condition, 
and that he may as justly be acquitted of criminal 
intent and treated as a patient. I admit that this U a 
plea which might well be abused. It is a matter for 
discretion. But here you have a ease in which there 
is every reason to give the benefit of the doubt. You 
beard me ask the prisoner what be thought of during 
those four fatal minutes. What was his answer? "I 
thought of Mr. Cokeson's face!" Gentlemen, no man 
cottld invent an answer like that : it is absolutely stamped 
with truth. You have seen the great affection (legiti- 
mate or not) existing between him and this woraan, 
who came here to give evidence for him at the risk of her 
life. It is impossible for you to doubt his distress on the 
morning when he committed this act. We well know 
what terrible havoc such distress can make in weak 
and highly nervous people. It was all the work oi a 
moment. The rest has followed, as death follows a 
stab to the heart, or water drops if you hold up a jug 
to empty it. Believe me, gentlemen, there is nothing 
J more tragic in life than the utter impossibility of cbang- 
I ing what you have done. Once this cheque was 
^altered and presented, the work of four minutes — four 
mad minutes— the rest has been silence. But in those 
four minutes the boy before you has slipped through a 
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door, hardly opened, into that great cage which never 
again quite lets a man go — the cage of the Law. Hia 
further acts, his failure to confess, the alteration of the 
couBterfoil, his preparations for flight, are all evidence 
— not of deliberate and guilty intention when he com- 
mitted the prime act from which these subsequent acta 
arose; no — they are merely evidence of the weak char- 
acter which is clearly enough his misfortune. But 

weak_cliaiacter ? , G.gntlemeu,-- *n«a like llie prisoner 
are destroyed daily under our law for want of that human 
insight which aees (hem as they are, palients^ond not 
c riminals. If the prisoner be found guilty, and treated 
as though he were a criminal type, he will, us all experi- 
ence shows, in all probability become one. I beg you 
not to return a verdict that may thrust him back into 
prison and brand him for ever. Gentlemen, Justice is 
a.machiae thatj. when some one has once given it the 
startingpush, rolls on of itself. Is thisyoung man. to be 
ground to pieces under this machine for an ac! which 
at _tlie_worst was one of weatnesa? la he to become 
a member of the luckless crews that man those dark, 
ill-starred ships called prisons P Is that to be his 
voyage — from which so few return ? Or is he to have 
another chance, to be still looked on as one who has 
gone a little astray, but who will come back? I urge 
you, gentlemen, do not rm'n this young man! For, 
OS a result of those four minutes, ruin, utter and irre- 
trievable, stares him in the face. He can be saved 
BOW. Imprison him as a crimiaal, and I aSrm to jrou 
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be lost. He has neither the face nor the 
one who can survive that terrible ordeal. 
Weigh in Ihe scales his criminality anithg_suffering he 
has undergone. The latter la ten limes heavier already. 
He has lain in prison under this charge Far more than 
two months. la he likely ever to forget that P Imagine 
the anguish of his mind during that time. He has had 
his punishment, gentlemen, you may depend. The 
rolling of the chariot- wheels of Justice over this boy 
began when it was decided to prosecute him. We are 
now already at the second stage. If you permit it 
to go OD to the third I would not give — that for him. 

He holds up finger and thumh in the form of a 

circle, drops his hand, and sits down. 
The jury stir, and comvlt each other's facet; 
then they turn towards the counsel for tha 
Crovm, who rises, and, fixing his eyes on a 
tpot that seems to give him satisfaction, 
slides them every now and then towards 
the jury. 
Cleaver. May it please your lordship — [Rising on 
his toes] Gentlemen of the Jury, — The facts in this 
case are not di.sputed, and the defence, if my friend will 
allow me to say so, is so thin that I don't propose to 
waste the time of the Court by taking you over the 
evidence. The plea is one of temporary insanity. 
Well, gentlemen, I daresay it is clearer to me than 
it is to you why this rather — what shall we call it ? — 
bizarre defence has been set up. The alternative would 
have been to plead guilty. Now, geotlemea, if th« 
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prisoner had pleaded guilty my friend would have had 
to rely on a simple appeal to his lordship. Instead of 
that, he has gone into the byways and hedges and found 
this — er — peculiar plea, which has enabled him to 
show you the proverbial woman, to put her in the box — 
to give, in fact, a romantic glow to this affair. I com- 
pliment my friend; I think it highly ingenious of him. 
By these means, he has — ^to a certain extent — got round 
the Law. He has brought the whole stoiy of motive 
and stress out in court, at first hand, in a way that he 
would not otherwise have been able to do. But when 
you have once grasped that fact, gentlemen, you have 
grasped everything. [With good-humoured contempt] 
For look at this plea of insanity; we can't put it lower 
than that. You have heard the woman. She has 
eveiy reason to favour the prisoner, but what did she 
say ? She said that the prisoner was not insane when 
she left him in the morning. If he were going out of 
his mind through distress, that was obviously the mo- 
ment when insanity would have shown itself. You 
have heard the managing clerk, another witness for 
the defence. With some difficulty I elicited from him 
the admission that the prisoner, though jumpy (a word 
that he seemed to think you would understand, gen- 
tlemen, and I'm sure I hope you do), was not mad 
when the cheque was handed to Davis. I agree with 
my friend that it's unfortunate that we have not got 
Davis here, but the prisoner has told you the words 
with which Davis in turn handed him the cheque; he 
obviously, therefore, was not mad when he received it. 
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or he woula not have remembered tboae words. The 
cashier has told vou that he was certain^ in his geoses 
when he cashed it. We have therefore the plea that a 
man who is sane at ten minutes past one, and sane at 
fifteen minutes past, may, For the purposes of avoiding 
the consequences of a crime, caU himself insane between 
those points of time. Really, gentlemen, this is so 
peculiar a proposition that I am not disposed to weaiy 
you with further argument. You will form your own 
opinion of its value. My friend has adopted this way 
of saying a great deal to you — and very eloquently — 
on the score of youth, temptation, and the like, I 
might point out, however, (hat the oSence with which the 
prisoner is charged is one of the most serious known to 
our law; and there are certain features in this ease, 
mich as the suspicion which he allowed to rest on 
his innocent fellow-clerk, and his relations with this 
married woman, which will render it difficult for you to 
attach too much importance to such pleading. I ask 
you, in short, gentlemen, for that verdict of guil^ 
which, in the circumstances, I regard you as, unfortu- 
nately, bound to record. 

Letting his eyes travel from the Judob and 
the jury to Frome, he sila down. 
Thb JnDQE. [Bending a little towards the jury, and 
tpeaking in a business-Hlcs voice] Gentlemen, you 
have heard the evidence, and the comments on it. 
My only business is to make clear to you the issues you 
have to try. The facts are admitted, so far as tl» 
aheration of this cheque and counterfoil by the prift- 
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oner. The defence set up is that he was not in a re- 
aponaible condition when he commitfed the crime. 
Well, you have heard the prisoner's story, and the 
CTidence of the other witnesses — so far as it bears on 
the point of insanity. It you think that what you have 
heard establishes the fact that the prisoner was insane 
at the time of the forgery, you will find him guilty, 
but insane. If, on the olher hand, you conclude from 
what you have seen and heard that the prisoner was 
Bane — and nothing short of insanity will count — you 
will find him guilty. In reviewing the testimony as 
to hU mentnl condilion you must bear in mind very 
carefully the evidence as to his demeanour and conduct 
both before and after the act of forgery — the evidence 
of the prisoner himself, of the woman, of the witness — er 
— Cokeson, and — er — of the cashier. And in regard 
lo that I especially direct your atlerilion to the prisoner's 
admission that the idea of adding the t y and the nought 
did come into his mind at the momeat when the cheque 
was handed to him; and also to the alteration of the '' 
coimterfoil, and to his aubsec|uent conduct generally. 
The bearing of all this on the queafion of premeditation ^ 
(and premeditation will imply sanity) is very obvious, J 
You must not allow any consideration'! of age or tempta- 
tion to weigh with you in (he finding of your verdict. 
Before you can come to a verdict of guilty but insane 
you must be well and thoroughly convinced that the 
condition of his mind was such as would have qualified 
him at the moment for a lunatic asylum. \He pautes; 
Ihmi, atevng thai ihc junj are douUftd whether to Tetire 
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or no, add»:\ You may retire, gentlemen, if you wisli to 
do BO. 

The jury retire by a door behind the Jitdqe. 
The Judge hend» over hia notes. Falder, 
leaning from the dock, sjmaku cxciledly to hia 
goliciior, pointing down at Rtjth. The to- 
licitoT in turn speaks to Frome. 

Frome. [Rising] My lord. The prisoner ia very 
anxious that I should ask you if your lordship would 
kindly request the reporters not to disclose the name 
of the woman witness in the Press reports of these 
proceedings. Your lordship will understand that the 
consequences might be exlreuiely serious to her. 

The Judge. [Pointedly — with th* suspicion of a 
mnile] Well, Mr. Frome, you deliberately took this 
course which involved bringing her here. 

Frome. [With on ironic bov.'] If your lordship 
thinks I could have brought out the full facta in any 
other way ? 

The Jtoqe. H'ml Well. 

Frome. There is very real danger to her, your 
lordship. 

The Judge. You see, I have to lake your word for 
all that. 

Frome. If your lordship would be so kind. I can 
■assure your lordship that I am not exaggerating. 

The Judge. It goes very much against the grain 
.with me that the name of a witness should ever be 
suppressed. [With a glance at Falder, who i» gripping 
and daaping his hands before him, and then at Ruth, 
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who is sitting perfectly rigid with her eyes fixed on 
Falder] 1*11 consider your application. It must de- 
pend. I have to remem ber that she may have comeu ^ 
here to co mmit p^yji ^yy oq i,h , ^ prisoner's behalf. | 

Frome. Your lordship, I really 

The Judge. Yes, yes — ^I don't suggest anything of 
the sort, Mr. Frome. Leave it at that for the moment. 
As he finishes speaking, the jury return, and 
file back into the box. 

Clerk of Assize. Gentlemen, are you agreed on 
your verdict ? 

Foreman. We are. 

Clerk of Assize. Is it Guilty, or Guilty but in- 
sane? 

Foreman. Guilty. 

The Judge nods; then, gathering up his notes» 
sits looking at Falder, who stands motion- 
less. 

Frome. [Rising] If your lordship would allow me 
to address you in mitigation of sentence. I don't 
know if your lordship thinks I can add anything to 
what I have said to the jury on the score of the prisoner's 
youth, and the great stress under which he acted. 

The Judge. I don't think you can, Mr. Frome. 

Frome. If your lordship says so — I do most earnestly 
beg your lordship to give the utmost weight to my plea. 

[He sits down. 

The Judge. [To the Clerk] Call upon him. 

The Clerk. Prisoner at the bar, you stand con- 
victed of felony. Have you anything to say for yourself. 



56 



JUSTICE 



whr the Court should not give you judgment according 
to law ? [Faldeh »kakes hi* head. 

Toe Judge. William Falder, you have been given 
fair trial and fouud guilty, in my opinion rightly found 
guilty, of forgery. [He jiavaes; then, consuUing hit 
notes, goes on] The defence was set up that you were 
not responsible for your actions at the moment of 
committing this crime. There is no doubt, I think, 
that this was a device to bring out at Grst hand the 
nature of the temptation to which you succumbed. For 
throughout the trial your counsel was in reality making 
an appeal for mercy. The setting up of this defence 
of course enabled him to put in some evidence that 
might weigh in that direction. Whether he was well 
advised to do so is another matter. He claimed that 
you should be treated rather as a patient thaa a^ a 
criminal. And this plea of his, which in the «id 
amounted to a passionate appeal, he based in effect on 
an indictment of the march of Justice, which he prac- 
tically accused of confirming and completing the process 
of criminality. Now, in considering how far I should 
allow weight to his appeal, I have a number of factors 
to take into account. I have to consider on the one 
hand the grave nature of your offence, the deliberate 
way in which you subsequently altered the counterfoil, 
the danger you caused to an innocent man — and that, 
to my mind, is a very grave point — ^and finally I have 
to consider the necessity of deterring others from follow- 
ing your example. On the other hand, I have to bear 
in mind thai you are young, that you have hitherto 
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borne a good character, that you were, if I am to believe 
your evidence and that of your witnesses, in a state of 
some emotional excitement when you committed this 
crime. I have every wish, consistently with my duty — 
not only to you, but to the community — to treat you 
with leniency. And this brings me to what are the 
determining factors in my mind in my consideration 
of your case. You are a clerk in a lawyer's office — that 
is a very aerioua element in this case; there can be no 
possible excuse made for you on the ground that you 
were not fully conversant with the nature of the crime 
you were committing, and the penalties that attach to it. 
It is said, however, that you were carried away by 
your emotions. The story haa been told here to-day of 
your relations with this — er — Mrs. Honejwill; on that 
ttary both the defence and the plea for mercy were in ef- 
fect based. Now what ia that story ? It is that you, 
a young man, and she, a young woman, unhappily 
married, had formed an attachment, which you both 
say — with what truth I am unable to gauge — had not 
yet resulted in immoral relations, but which you both 
admit was about to result in such relationship. Your 
counsel has made an attempt to palliate this, on the 
ground that the woman is in what he describes, I 
think, as "a hopeless jiosition." As to that I can 
express no opinion. She is a married woman, and the 
fact ia patent that you committed this crime with the 
™w of furthering an immoral design. Now, how- 
ever I might wish, I am not able to justify to my con- 
science a plea for mercy which has a basts iDimical to 
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morality. It is vitiated ab initio, and would, if success- 
ful, free you for the coinplelion of this immoral project. 
Your coUDsel has made an attempt to trace your 
offence back to what he seems lo suggest is a defect in 
the marriage law; he bus miide aa attempt also to sbpw 
that to punish you with further imprisonment would 
be utijust. I do nqt fgiiow him in these Bights. J'ke 
yiaiv is what it w— a majestic edifice, sheltering all of us, 
^-each atone of which rests on another. I am concerned 
b only with its adminiatratiott. 'I'he crime you have 
( committed is a very serioua one. I cannot feel it in 
accordance with my duly to Soclely to exercise the pow- 
ers I have in your favour. You will go to penal servi- 
tude for three years. 

Faldbr, Tvko throughout the Judge's tpeech 

hag looked at him steadily, lets his head faU 

forward on fei> breast. Ruth ttarlt «p 

from her seal as he is taken out by the warders. 

There is a bustle in court. 

The Judge. [Speaking to the reporters] Gentlemen 

of the Press, I think that the name of the female witness 

should not be reported. 

The reporters bow Iheir acquieteenee. 
The Judge. [ToRvtw, who is staring in the direction 
in which Faldek has disappeared] Do you understand, 
your name will not be mentioned ? 

CoKEHON. [Pulling her sleeiv] The judge is speaking 

Ruth turns, stares at the Judge, and turns 

away. 
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The Judgk. I shall sit rather late to-day. Call the 
next case. 

Clebk of Assize. [To a warder] Put up John 
Boolej. 

To cries of *' Witnesses in the case of Booley*': 

The curtain faUe. 
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ACT III 



SCENE I 



A ■prison, A plainly fumiaked room,, u-iOi two large 
barred windows, overlooking the prisoners' exercise 
yard, where men, in yellow dolkes marked with 
arrows, and yellow brimless caps, are seen in single 
file at a distance oj four yards from each olker, 
walking rapidly on serpentine white lines marked 
on the concrete floor of the yard. Two warders in 
blue uniforms, with peaked caps and swords, are 
italioned amongst them. The room has distempered 
walls, a bookcase with numerous offieial-loolcing 
hooks, a cupboard between the windows, a plan of 
the prison on the wall, a writing-table covered with 
documents. It is Christmas Eve. 

The Governor, a neat, grave-looking man, with a trim, 
fair moustache, the eyes of a theorist, and grizzled 
hair, receding from the temples, is standing close 
to this wriiing-table looking at a sort of rough safb 
made out of a piece of m£tal. The hand in ickich 
he holds it is gloved, for two fingers are missing. 
The chief warder, Wooder, a tail, thin, -military- 



looking man of sxiAy, wilh grey moitdadte and 
mdaneholj/, monkey-like tyea, stands very upright 
two pacea from him. 

The Govebnoe. [With a faint, abstracted amii^l 
Queer-looking affair, Mr. Wooder! Where did you 
find it? 

Wooder. In his mattress, sir. Haven't come 
across such a thing for two years now. 

The Goveenob. [With curiosity] Had he any set 
pl.n? 

WoODEK. He'd sawed his window-bar about that 
much. [He Holds up his thumb and finger a quarter of 
an inch apart] 

TheGoveknor. I'll see him this afternoon. What's 
his name ? Moaneyl Ad old hand, I think F 

Wooder. Yes, sir — fourth spell of penal. You'd 
think an old lag like him would have had more sense 
by now. [With pitying contempt] Occupied his mind, 
he said. Breaking in and breaking out — that's all 
they think about. 

The Governor. Who's next him ? 

Wooder. O'Cleary, sir. 

The Governor. The Irishman. 

Wooder. Next him again there's that young fellow, 
Falder — star class — and next him old Cliplon. 

The Governor. Ah, yes! "The philosopher." I 
want to see him about his eyes. 

Wooder. Curious thing, sir; they seem fo know 
when there's one of these tries at escape going on. 
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It makes them restive — ^there's a regular wave going 
through them just now. 

The Governor. [Meditatively] Odd things — ^those 
waves. [Turning to look at the prisoners exercising] 
Seem quiet enough out here! 

WooDER. That Irishman, O'Cleary, began banging 
on his door this morning. Little thing like that's 
quite enough to upset the whole lot. They're just 
like dumb animals at times. 

The Governor. I've seen it with horses before 
thunder — it'll run right through cavalry lines. 

The prison Chaplain has entered. He is a 
dark-haired, ascetic man, in clerical undress, 
with a peculiarly steady, tighJt-lipped face 
and slow, cultured speech. 

The GrOYERNOR. [Holding up the saw] Seen this. 
Miller? 

The Chaplain. Useful-looking specimen. 

The Governor. Do for the Museum, eh! [He goes 
to the cupboard and opens it, displaying to view a number 
of quaint ropes, hooks, and metal tools with labels tied on 
them] That'll do, thanks, Mr. Wooder. 

WooDER. [Saluting] Thank you, sir. [He goes out. 

The Governor. Account for the state of the men 
last day or two. Miller? Seems going through the 
whole place. 

The Chaplain. No. I don't know of anything. 

The Governor. By the way, will you dine with 
us on Christmas Day ? 

The Chaplain. To-morrow. Thanks very mucL 
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The Govehvoh. Worries me to feel the men dis- 
contented. [Gazing ai th-g *ait'] Hare to puniah this 
poor devil. Can't help Iikmg a man who tries to 



1 hia pocket and locks the 



»pe. [He jAacM the * 
cwjitoard again\ 

The Chapujn. Extraordinary perverted will-power 
— some of them. Nothing to be done till it's broken. 
The Governoh. And not muah afterwards, I'm 
afraid. Ground too hard for golf? 

WooDEH comes in again. 
WooDEB. Visitor who's been seeing Q 3007 asks 
to speak to you, sir. I told him it wasn't usual. 
The Governor. What about? 
WooDER. Shall I put bin} off, sir? 
The Governor. [Reaignedly\ No, no. Let's see 
him. Don't go, Miller. 

WooDER moliona to some one vnlkout, and as 

the visilor conies in imthdraies. 
The visitor is Cokeson, who is attired in a thick 
overcoat to Ike knees, woollen gloves, and 
carries a tap hat. 
Cokeson. I'm sorry to trouble you. I've been 
talking to the young man. 

The Governor. We have a good many here. 
Cokeson. Name of Falder, forgery. [Producing a 
card, and handing H to the Governor] Firm of Jamea 
and Walter How. Well known in the law. 

The Governor. [Receirnng the card — loOh a faint 
tmHe] What do you want to see me about, «t ? 
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CoKESON. [Suddenly seeing the prisoners at eosercise] 
Why I what a sight! 

The Governor. Yes, we have that privilege from 
here; my office is being done up. [Sitting down at his 
tahle\ Now, please! 

CoKESON. [Dragging his eyes with difficyJty from the 
vnndow] I wanted to say a word to you; I shan't keep 
you long. [Confidentially] Fact is, I oughtn't to be 
here by rights. His sister came to me — he's got no 
father and mother — ^and she was in some distress. 
''My husband won't let me go and see him," she 
said; ''says he's disgraced the family. And his other 
sister," she said, "is an invalid." And she asked 
me to come. Well, I take an interest in him. He 
was our junior — I go to the same chapel — and I didn't 
like to refuse. And what I wanted to tell you was, he 
seems lonely here. 

The Governor. Not unnaturally. 

CoKESON. I'm afraid it'll prey on my mind. I see 
a lot of them about working together. 

The Governor. Those are local prisoners. The 
convicts serve their three months here in separate 
confinement, sir. 

Cokeson. But we don't want to be unreasonable. 
He's quite downhearted. I wanted to ask you to 
let him run about with the others. 

The Governor. [With faint amtisement] Ring the 
bell — ^would you. Miller? [To Cokeson] You'd 
like to hear what the doctor says about him, per- 
haps. 
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The Chaplain. [Ringitig the beU] You are not 
accustomed to prisons, it would seem, air. 

CoKEsoN. No. But it's a pitiful sight. He'a quite 
a young fellow. I said to him; "Before a month's 
up," 1 said, "you'll be out and about with the others; 
it'll be a nice change for you." "A month!" he said 
— like that! "Come!" I said, "we mustn't exaggerate. 
What's a month? Why, it's nothing!" "A day," he 
said, ''abut up in your cell thinking and brooding as 
I do. it's longer than a year outside. I can't help it," 
he said; "I try — but I'm built that way, Mr. Cokeson." 
And he held his band up to his face. I could see the 
tears trickling through hts fingers. It wasn't nice. 

The Chaplain. He'a a young man with large, 
rather peculiar eyes, ian'l he ? Not Church of England, 
I think ? 

Cokeson. No. 

The Chaplain. I know. 

The Governob. [To Wooder, who ha» come in\ 
Aak the doctor to be good enough to come here for a 
minute. [Woodeh aalutet, and yoes oid\ Let's see, 
he's not married ? 

Cokeson. No. [Confid^rUiaUy] But there's a party 
he's very much attached to, not altogether com-il-fo. 
It's a sad story. 

The Chaplain. If it wasn't for drink and women, 
sir, this prison might be closed. 

Cokeson. [Looking at the Chaplain over hit spec- 
tacles] Ye-es. but I wanted to tell you about that, 
special. He had hopes they'd have let her com* 
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and see him, but they haven't. Of course he asked 
me questions. I did my best, but I couldn't tell the 
poor young fellow a lie, with him in here — seemed 
like hitting him. But I'm afraid it's made him worse. 

The Governor. What was this news then ? 

CoKESON. Like this. The woman had a nahsty, 
spiteful feller for a husband, and she'd left him. Fact 
is, she was going away with our young friend. It's 
not nice — ^but I've looked over it. Well, when he was 
put in here she said she'd earn her living apart, and 
wait for him to come out. That was a great con- 
solation to him. But after a month she came to me — 
I donH know her personally — and she said: "I can't 
earn the children's living, let alone my own — I've got 
no friends. I'm obliged to keep out of everybody's 
way, else my husband'd get to know where I was. I'm 
very Ynuch reduced," she said. And she has lost flesh. 
"I'll have to go in the workhouse!" It's a painful 
story. I said to her: "No," I said, "not that! I've 
got a wife an' family, but sooner than you should do 
that I'll spare you a little myself." "Really," she 
said — she's a nice creature — "I don't like to take it from 
you. I think I'd better go back to my husband." Well^ 
I know he's a nahsty, spiteful feller — drinks — ^but I 
didn't like to persuade her not to. 

The Chaplain. Surely, no. 

CoKESON. Ye-es, but I'm sorry now; it's upset the 
poor young fellow dreadfully. And what I wanted to 
say was: He's got his three years to serve. I wavi 
things to be pleasant for him. 
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The Chaplain. [IFitA a touch 0/ impoiience] The 
Law hardly abarea your view, I'm afrsid. 

iK&soN. But I can't help thinking that to abut 
him up there by himself II turn him silly. And nobcxiy 
wants that, I a' pose. I don'l like to see a man cry. 

The Chaplain. It's a very rare thing for them to 
give way like that. 

CoKESON. [Looking at him — in a tone of sudden 
dogged kostilily] I keep dogs. 

The Chaplain. Indeed ? 

CoKEBON. Ye-es. And I say this: I wouldn't shut 
one of them up all by himself, month after montb, not 
if he'd bit me all over. 
I The Chaplain. Unfortunately, the criminal !s not 
a dog; he has a sense of right and wrong. 

CoKEsoN. But that's not the way to make him 
feel it. • 

The Chaplain. Ah! there I'm afraid we must differ. 

C0KE8ON. It's the same with dogs. If you treat 
'em with kindneas they'll do anything for you; but to 
abut 'em up alone, it only makes 'em savage. 
I The CHAFiutoi. Surely you should allow those who 
have had a little more experience than yourself to know 
Tphat ia best for prisoners. 

CoKESON. [DoggedJy] I know this young feller, 
I've watched him (or years. He's eurotic— got no 
stamina. His father died of consumption. I'm 
thinking of his future. If he's to be kept there shut 
up by himself, without a cat to keep him company, 
it'll do him harm. I said to him: "Where do you 
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feel it?" "I can't tell you, Mr. Cokeson," he said, 
''but sometimes I could beat my head against the 
wall." It's not nice. 

During this speech the Doctor has entered. 
He is a medium-sized, rather good-looking 
man, with a quick eye. He stands leaning 
against the window. 

The Governor. This gentleman thinks the sepa- 
rate is telling on Q 3007 — Falder, young thin fellow, 
star class. What do you say. Doctor Clements ? 

The Doctor. He doesn't like it, but it's not doing 
him any harm. 

CoKisoN. But he's told me. 

The Doctor. Of course he'd say so, but we can 
always tell. He's lost no weight since he's been 
here. 

Cokeson. It's his state of mind I'm speaking of. 

The Doctor. His mind's all right so far. He's 
nervous, rather melancholy. I don't see signs of 
anything more. I'm watching him carefully. 

Cokeson. [Nowpiussed] I'm glad to hear you say that. 

The Chaplain. [More suavely] It's just at this 
period that we are able to make some impression on 
them, sir. I am speaking from my special stand- 
point. 

Cokeson. [Turning bewildered to the Governor] 
I donH want to be unpleasant, but having given him 
this news, I do feel it's awkward. 

The Governor. I'll make a point of seeing him 
to-day. 
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CoKESON. I'm much obliged to you. I thought 
perhaps seeing him every day you wouldn't notice it. 

The Governor. [Rather sharply] If any sign of 
injury to his health shows itself his case will be reported 
at once. That's fully provided for. [He rims. 

. CoKESON. [Fallowing hin oiim thoughts] Of course, 
What you don't see doesn't trouble you; but having 
Iseen him, I don't want ta have him an my mind. 

The Govebnob. I think you may safely leave it to 
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CoKESON. [Mollified and apologetic] I thought you'd 
understand me. I'm a plain man — never set myself 
up against authority. [Expanding to the Chaplain] 
Nothing personal meant. Goodr-moramg. 

Ae he goes out the three ojpciala do not look at 
each other, bvi Ikeir faces -wear pemUiar 
expressions. 
" The Chapi,ain. Our friend seems to think that , 
prison la a hospital. 

CoKEaos. [Returning suddenly wiift an apohgetic air] 
There's just one little thing. This woman— I sup- 
pose I mustn't ask you to let him see her. It'd be 
a rare treat for them both. He's thinking about her 
all the time. Of course she's not his wife. But he's 
quite safe in here. They're a pitiful couple. You 
couldn't make an exception ? 

The Governor. [Wearily] As you say, my dear 
sir, I couldn't make aa exception; he won't be al- 
lowed another visit of any sort till he goes to a convict 
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CoKESON. I see. [Rather coldly] Sony to have 

troubled you. [He again goes out. 

The Chaplain. [Shrugging his shoulders] The plain 

man indeed, poor fellow. Come and have some 

lunch, Clements? 

He and the Doctor go out talking. 
The Governor, vrith a sigh, sits down at his 
table and takes up a pen. 

The curtain falls. 



SCENE II 

Part of the ground corridor of the prison. The waUs 
are coloured ivith greenish distemper up to a stripe 
of deeper green about the height of a man's shoulder, 
and above this line are whitewashed. The floor is 
of blackened stones. Daylight is filtering through a 
heavily barred window at the end. The doors of 
four cells are visible. Each cell dooi has a little 
round peep-hole at the level of a man's eye, covered 
by a little round disc, which, raised upwards, affords 
a view of the cell. On the waU, dose to each cell 
door, hangs a little square board vrith the prisoner's 
name, number, and record. 

Overhead can be seen the iron structures of the first-floor 
and second-floor corridors. 

The Warder Instructor, a bearded man in blue 
uniform, with an apron, and some dangling keys, 
is fust emerging from one of the cells. 
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Instructor. [Speakijig from llie door into the cell] 
I'll have another bit for you when that's finished. 

O'Cleary. [Unseen — in an Irish voice] Little doubt 
o* that, sirr. 

Instructor. [Gossiping] Well, you'd rather have 
it Ihun Dothing, I s')X)se. 
O'Clearv. An' that's the blessed truth. 

Soundji are heard of a cell door being closed and 
locked, and of approaching footsteps. 
Instructor. [In a sharp, changed voice] Look alive 
over it! 

He shuts the cell door, and stands at otteTitian. 

Tiie Governor comes walking down the 

corridor, fallowed by Woodeh. 

The Governor. Anything to report ? 

Instructor. [Saluiing] Q 3007 [he paints to a 

celi] is behind with his work, sir. He'll lose marks 

The Governor nads and passes onto the end 
cell. The Instructor goes away. 
The Governor. Thip is our maker of saws, isn't 
it? 

He lakes Ike saw from his pocket as Wooder 
throws open the door of the cell. The convict 
MoANET is seen lying on his bed, athwart 
the cell, with his cap on. He springs up and 
Mands in the middle of the cell. He is a 
raw-boned fellow, about fifty-six years cM, 
with outstanding bat's ears and fierce, 
ttaring, rieeUeolonred eyes. 
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WooDER. Cap oflF! [Moaney removes his cap] 
Out here! [Moaney comes to the door. 

The Governor. [Beckoning him out into the corri- 
dor, and holding up the saw — luith the manner of an 
officer speaking to a private] Anything to say about this, 
my man? [Moaney is sHent] Come! 

Moaney. It passed the time. 

The Governor. [Pointing into the cell] Not enough 
to do, eh? 

Moaney. It don't occupy your mind. 

The Governor. [Tapping the saw\ You might find 
a better way than this. 

Moaney. [SvUenly] Well! What way? I must 
keep my hand in against the time I get out. What's 
the good of anything else to me at my time of life ? 
[With a gradual change to civility, as his tongue warms] 
Ye know that, sir. I'll be in again within a year or 
two, after I've done this lot. I don't want to disgrace 
meself when I'm out. You^ve got your pride keeping 
the prison smart; well, I've got mine. [Seeing that 
the Governor is listening with interest, he goes on, 
pointing to the saw] I mv^ be doin' a little o' this. 
It's no harm to any one. I was five weeks makin' that 
saw — a bit of aU right it is, too; now I'll get cells, I 
suppose, or seven days' bread and water. You can't 
help it, sir, I know that — I quite put meself in your 
place. 

The Governor. Now, look here, Moaney, if I pass 
It over will you give me your word not to try it on 
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again ? Think! [He goes into the cell, walkt to Ihs end 
of il, TTioimts the gtool, and tries the window-hart] 

The Governor. [Rduming] Well? 

MoANEY. [Who has been refecting] I've got another 
siz weeks to do !n here, alone. I can't do it and 
think o' nothing. 1 must have something to interest me. 
You've made me a sporting offer, sir, but I can't 
pass my word about it. I shouldn't like to deceive 
a gentleman. [Pointing into the cell] Another four 
hours' steady work would have done it. 

The Governor. Yes, and what then? Caught, 
brought back, punishment. Five weeks' hard work 
to make this, and cells at the end of it, while they 
put a new bar to your window. Is it worth it, Moaney ? 

MoANEY. [WUk a sort of fierceness] Yea, it is. 

The Governor. [PiOting his hand to his brow] Oh, 
well! Two days' oelb — bread and water. 

Moaney. Thank 'e, sir. 

Fie turns quickly like an aaimdl and slips into 



kisceU. 
The GoVERT 

cell door. 



>B looks after ktjn and shakes 
WooDER doaea and locks the 



The GoVEaiNoa. Open Cliplon's cell. 

WoODBB opens the door of Cupton's ceU. 
Clifton is sitting on a stool just inMde the 
door, at v>ork on a pair of trousers. He is 
a small, thick, oldish man, wilh on almost 
tharen head, and smouldering liiile dark 
eyes behind smioked syectadea. He gets itp 
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and stands motionless in the doorway, peer- 
ing at his visitors. 
Thb Governor. [Beckoning] Come out here a min- 
ute, Clipton. 

CuFTON, vrith a sort of dreadftd quietness, 
comes into the corridor, the needle and thread 
in his hand. The Governor signs to 
WooDER, who goes into the ceil and inspects 
it carefully. 
The Governor. How are your eyes ? 
Clifton. I don't complain of them. I don't see 
the sun here. [He makes a stealthy movement, protruding 
his neck a liUle] There's just one thing, Mr. Governor, 
as you're speaking to me. I wish you'd ask the cove 
next door here to keep a bit quieter. 

The Governor. What's the matter ? I don't want 
any tales, Clipton. 

CuFTON. He keeps me awake. I don't know who 
be is. [With coTttempt] One of this star class, I expect. 
Oughtn't to be here with v^. 

The Governor. [Quietly] Quite right, Clipton. 
He'll be moved when there's a cell vacant. 

CuPTON. He knocks about like a wild beast in 

the early morning. I'm not used to it — stops me 

getting my sleep out. In the evening too. It's not 

fair, Mr. Governor, as you're speaking to me. Sleep's 

the comfort I've got here; I'm entitled to take it out full. 

WooDER comes out of the cell, and instantly, as 

though eodinguished, Clifton moves with 

steaUhy suddenness back into his cell. 
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WoODER. All right, sir. 

The Governor nods. The door U dosed and 
locked. 
The Governor, Which is the man who baoged on 
bis door this morning? 

WoODER. [Going towards O'Cleaht's erf/] Tbta one. 
lir; O'CIeary. 

He lifU the disc and glances through the peep- 

The Governor. Open. 

WooDER throws Open the door. O'Cleary, 
who is seated at a little table by the door aa 
if listening, springg up and stands at atteris- 
tion, just inside the doorway. He is a broad- 
faced, middle-aged man, viitk a wide, thin, 
flexihle mouth, and little koU» ■under his 
high cheek-bones. 

The Governor. Where's the joke, O'CIeaiyP 

O'Cleart. The joke, your honour? I've not seen 
one for a long time. 

The GovsatNOR. Banging on your door? 

O'Cleart. Oh! that! 

The Governor. It's womanish. 

O'Cleart. An' it'a that I'm becoming this two 
months past. 

The Governor. Anything to complain of? 

O'Cleart. No, airr. 

The Governor. You're an old hand; you ought to 
know better. 

O'Cleart. Yes, I've been through it all. 
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The Governor. You've got a youngster next 
door; you'll upset him. 

O'Cleart. It cam' over me, your honour. I can't 
always be the same steady man. 

The Governor. Work all right? 

O'Cleart. [Taking up a rusk mat he is making] 
Oh! I can do it on me head. It's the miserablest 
stuff — don't take the brains of a mouse. [Working 
his mouth] It's here I feel it — the want of a little noise — 
a terrible little wud ease me. 

The Governor. You know as well as I do that if 
you were out in the shops you wouldn't be allowed 
to talk. 

O'Cleart. {With a look of profound meaning] Not 
with my mouth. 

The Governor. Well, then ? 

O'Cleart. But it's the great conversation I'd have. 

The Governor. [With a smile] Well, no more 
conversation on your door. 

O'Cleart. No, sirr, I wud not have the little wit 
to repeat meself . 

The Governor. [Turning] Good-night. 

O'Cleart. Good-night, your honour. 

He turns into his cell. The Governor shuts 
the door. 

The Governor. [Looking at the record card] Can't 
help liking the poor blackguard. 

WooDER. He's an amiable man, sir. 

The Governor. [Pointing down the corridor] Ask 
the doctor to come here, Mr. Wooden 



78 



JUSTICE 



WooDER saliiUf and goes away dovm the 

corridor. 
Th« GovEBNOB goet to the door of Falder's 
«W. He raises his uninjured hand to un- 
eover (A* peep-hole: but, wiikoui wicovering 
it, shakes his head and drops his hand; then, 
afier irendinimng the record board, he opens 
the etU door. Falder, who is standing 
against il. lurches forward. 
The Governor, [Btckoning him out] Now tell me: 
can't you settle down, Falder? 

Falder, [In a breathless voice] Yes, sir. 
The Govehnor. You know what I meanP It'a no 
good running your head against a stone wall, is it? 
Falder. No, sir. 
The Governor. Well, come. 
Falder. I try, sir. 
The Governor. Can't you sleep? 
Faldeh, Very liltle. Between two o'clock and 
getting up's the worst time. 
The Governor. How's thai ? 

Falder. [HisHpsltfilckwithasoTtofsmile] I don't 
know, air. I was always nervous. [Suddetdy voluble] 
Everything seems to get such a size then. I feel I'll 
never get out as long as I live. 

The Governor. That's morbid, my lad. Pull 
yourself together, 

Falder. [With an equally sudden dogged resentirurtt] 

Yes— I've got to 

Ths Governor. Think of all these other fellows? 
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Falder. They're used to it. 

The GrovERNOR. They all had to go through it 
once for the first time, just as you're doing now. 

Falder. Yes. sir, I shall get to be like them in \) 
tjmftj g U{y og e , 

The Governor. [RaUier taken aback] H'm! Well! 
That rests with you. Now come. Set your mind 
to it, like a good fellow. You're still quite young. 
A man can make himself what he likes. 

Falder. [Wistfully] Yes, sir. 

The GrovERNOR. Take a good hold of yourself. Do 
you read ? 

Falder. I don't take the words in. [Hanging his 
head] I know it's no good; but I can't help think- 
ing of what's going on outside. In my cell I can't 
see out at all. It's thick glass, sir. 

The Governor. You've had a visitor. Bad news ? 

Falder. Yes. 

The GrovERNOR. You mustn't think about it. 

Falder. [Looking back at his cell] How can I help 
it, sir? 

He suddenly becomes motionless as Wooder 
and the Doctor approach. The Governor 
motions to him to go back into his cell, 

Falder. [Quick and low] I'm quite right in my 
head, sir. [He goes back into his cell. 

The GrovERNOR. [To the Doctor] Just go in and 
see him, Clements. 

The Doctor goes into the cell. The Gover- 
nor pushes the door to, nearly closing it^ and 
walks towards the window. 
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WooDER. [Following] Sorry you should be troubled 
like thia, sir. Very contented lot of men, on the 
whole. 
Thb Governoh. [Shortly] You think so ? 
WooDER. Yes, sir. It's Christmas doing it, in tti%- 
opinion. 

The Governor. [To hiimelf] Queer, that! 
WoODER. Beg pardon, sir? 
The Governor. Christmas! 

He (um» towarda the window^ leamiig Woodeh 
looking at him with a sort of pained anxiety. 
WooDEB. [Suddenly] Do you think we make show 
enough, sir? If you'd like us to have more holly? 
The Governor. Not at all, Mr. Wooder. 
Woodeh. Very good, sir. 

The Doctor kcM come out of Paldeb's cell, 
and the Governor beckam to kivi. 
The Governor. Well ? 
The Doctor. I can't make anything much of him. 



He's 



of c 



The Governor. Is there any sort of ease to report ? 
Quite frankly. Doctor. 

The Doctor. Well, I don't think the separate's 
doing bim any good; but then I could say the same 
of a lot of them — they'd get on better in the shops, 
there's no doubt. 

The Governor. You mean you'd have to recom- 
mend others ? 

The Docttor. A dozen at least. It's on his nerves. 
There's notbing tangible. That fellow there [poivt- 
ing to O'Cleaht's celt], for instance— feels it just as 
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much, in his way. If I once get away from physical'|i 
facts — I shan't know where I am. Conscientiously^^ 
sir, I don't know how to di£Perentiate him. He hasn't 
lost weight. Nothing wrong with his eyes. His pulse 
is good. Talks all right. 
The Governor. It doesn't amount to melancholia ? 
The Doctor. [Shaking his head[ I can report on 
him if you like; but if I do I ought to report on others.^ 
The Governor. I see. [Looking towards Falder's 
cell] The poor devil must just stick it then. 

As he says this he looks absently at Wooder. 
WooDER. B^ pardon, sir ? 

For answer the Governor stares at hirriy turns 
on his heelj and walks away. There is a 
sound as of heating on metal. 
The Governor. [Stoppingr] Mr. Wooder? 
Wooder. Banging on his door, sir. I thought we 
should have more of that. 

He hurries forward^ pa^ssing the Governor, 
who follows closely. 

The curtain falls. 

SCENE III 

Falder's cell, a whitewashed space thirteen feet broad 
by seven deep, and nine feet high, with a rounded 
ceiling. The floor is of shiny blackened bricks. 
The barred window of opaque glass, with a ventHa- 
tor^ is high up in the middle of the end wall. In the 
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middle of the opposite end waU is the namnp door. 
In a eoTwrr are the truMresg and bedding rolUd 
up {two blankets, two sheets, and a coverlet). Above 
thrm is a quarler-eirciUar u-ooden »helf, on which is 
a Bible and several little deivtional books, pHed in 
a symm^rieal pyramid; there are also a black hair- 
brush, tooth-brush, and a bit of soap. In another 
comer is the wooden frame of a bed, standing on 
end. There is a dark ventilaior under the window, 
and another over the door. Faldbr's work (a 
thiri to which he is piMing buttonholes) is hung to a 
nail on the wall over a small wooden table, on which 
the novel "Loma Doone" lies open. Low down 
in the comer by the door is a thick glass screen, alMnd 
a foot square, covering the gas-jet let into the joall. 
There is also a wooden stool, and a pair of shoes 
beneath it. Three bright round tins are set under 
the window. 



In fast-failing daylight, Falder, in his stockings, is seen 
standing motionless, with his head inclined towards 
the door, listening. He moves a liille closer to the 
door, his stockinged feet making no noise. He 
stops at the door. He is trying harder and harder 
to hear something, any little thing that is going on 
outside. He springs suddenly upright — as if ai a 
sound — and remains perfectly motionless. Then, 
with a heavy sigh, he moves to his work, and stands 
looking at it, with his head down; he does a stitch 
or two, having the air of a man so lost m sadness 
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that ecLch stitch is, as it were, a coming to life. Then 
turning abruptly, he begins pacing the eeU, moving 
his head, like an animal pacing Us cage. He slops 
again at the door, listens, and, placing the pahns of 
his hands against it with his fingers spread otut, leans 
his forehead against the iron. Turning from it, 
presently, he moves slowly back towards the window, 
tracing his way with his finger along the top line 
of the distemper that runs round the wall. He 
slops under the window, and, picking up the lid of 
one of the tins, peers into it. It has grown very 
nearly dark. Suddenly the lid falls out of his hand 
with a clatter — the only sound that has broken the 
silence — and he stands staring intently at the wall 
where the stuff of the shirt is hanging rather white 
in the darkness — he seems to be seeing somebody or 
something there. There is a sharp tap and dick; 
the cell light behind the glass screen has been turned 
up. The cell is brightly lighted. Falder is seen 
gasping for breath, 

A sound from far away, as of distant, dull beating on 
thick metal, is suddenly audible. Falder shrinks 
back, not able to bear this sudden clamour. But the 
sound grows, as though some great tunibrU were 
rolling towards the cell. And gradually it seems to 
hypnotise him. He begins creeping inch by inch 
nearer to the door. The banging sound, travelling 
from cell to cell, draws closer and closer; Falder'b 
hands are seen moving as if his spirit had already 
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pined in this heating^ and the sound swells till it 
seems to have entered the very cell. He suddenly 
raises his clenched fists. Panting violently, he 
flings himself at his door^ and beats on it, - 

JiM euriain fuus. 
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ACT IV 

The scene ie again Cokeson's room^ at a few minviea to 
ten of a March momingy tvx) years later. The doors 
are aU open. Sweedle, now blessed with a sprout- 
ing moustcu^f is getting the offices ready. He 
arranges papers on Cokeson*s tahle; then goes to a 
covered washstand^ raises the lid, and looks at him- 
self in the mirror. While he is gazing his fill 
Ruth Honeywill comes in through the outer 
office and stands in the doorway. There seems a 
kind of exuUation and excitement behind her ha^ 
bitual impassivity, 

Sweedle. [Suddenly seeing her^ and dropping the 
lid of the washatand with a bang^ Hello! It's you! 

Ruth. Yes. 

Sweedle. There's only me here! They don't 
waste their time hurrying down in the morning. Why, 
it must be two years since we had the pleasure of seeing 
you. [Nervously] What have you been doing with 
yourself ? 

Ruth. [SardonicaUy\ Living. 

Sweedle. [Impressed] K you want to see him 
[he points to Cokeson's chair\y he'll be here directly 
— ^never misses — ^not much. [Delicately] I hope our 
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friend's back from the country. His time's been up 
these three months, if I remember. [Ruth nod»] I 
was awful sorry about that. The governor made a, 
mistake — if you ask me. 

Ruth. He did. 

SwEEDLE. He ought to have given him a chanst. 
And, / say, the judge ought to ha' let him go after that. 
They've forgot what human nature's like. Whereas 
we know, Ruth give» him a honeyed irmile. 

SwEBDLE. They come down on you like a cartload 
of bricks, flatten you out, and when you don't swell 
up again they complain of it. I know 'em — seen a 
lot of that sort of thing in my time. [He shakes hia 
head in tlie plenitude of wisdom] Why. only the other 

day the governor 

But CoKEsoN ^t come in through the outer 
office: brisk teOk east wind, and decidedly 
greyer. 

CoKB»oN. {Draunng off hit cooi and gloves] Why! 
it's you! [Then motioning Sweedle out, and dosing 
the door] Quite a stranger! Must be two years. 
D'you want to see me ? I can give you a minute. 
Sit down! Family well? 

RtPTH. Yes. I'm not living where I was. 

CoKESON. [Eyeing her askance] I hope things are 
comfortable at home. 

Ruth. I couldn't stay with Honeywill, after all. 

CoKESON. You haven't done anything rash, I hope. 
I should be sorry if you'd done anything rash. 
e kept the children with m& 
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CoKESON. [Beginning to fed that things are not so 
jolly as he had hoped\ Well, I'm gkd to have seen 
you. You've not heard from the young man, I sup- 
pose, since he came out ? 

Ruth. Yes, I ran across him yesterday. 

CoKESOX. I hope he's well. 

Ruth. [With sudden fierceness] He can't get any- 
thing to do. It's dreadful to see him. He's just 
skin and bone. 

CoKESON. [With genuine concern] Dear me! I'm 
sorry to hear that. [On his guard again] Didn't they 
find him a place when his time was up ? 

Ruth. He was only there three weeks. It got 
out. 

CoKESOX. I'm sure I don't know what I can do for \ 
you. I don't like to be snubby. / 

Ruth. I can't bear his being like that. 

CoKESOX. [Scanning her not unprosperous figure] I 
know his relations aren't very forthy about him. Per- 
haps you can do something for him, till he finds his 
feet. 

Ruth. Not now. I could have — but not now, 

CoKESOX. I don't understand. 

Ruth. [Proudly] I've seen him again — ^that's all 
over. 

CoKESOX. [Staring at her — disturbed] I'm a family 
man — ^I don't want to hear anything unpleasant. 
Excuse me — ^I'm very busy. 

Ruth. I'd have gone home to my people in the 
country long ago, but they've never got over me marry- 
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ing Honeywill. I never was waywise, Mr. Cokeson, 
but I'm proud. I was only a girl, j-ou see, when I 
married bim. I thought the world of him, of course 
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Cokeson. [( 
on belter, after jou saw me. 
,' Roth. He used me worse than ever. He couldn't 
break my nen'e, but I lost my health; and then he 
began knocking the children about. ... I couldn't 
stand that. I wouldn't go back now, if he were 
dying. 

Cokeson. [fVho has rigen and is shifting aboM as 
though dodging a stream o/ lava] We mustn't be violent, 
must we ? 

Rttth. [Smotddering] A man that can't behave 
better than that [There is gjlence. 

Cokeson. [Fascinated in spUe of himselfl Then there 
you were! And what did you do then? ' 

Rdth. [fVith a sknig] Tried the same as when I left 
him before . . . making skirts . . . cheap things. It 
was the best I could get, but I never made more than 
ten shillings a week, buying my own cotton and working 
all day; I hardly ever got to bed till past twelve. I kept 
at it for nine months. [FieTcdy] Well, I'm not fit for 
that; I wasn't made for it. I'd rather die. 

Cokeson. My dear woman! We mustn't talk like 
that. 

Roth. It was starvation for the children too — after 
what they'd always had. I soon got not to c»re^ I 
used to be too tired. [Ska it wiimt. 
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CoKESON. [With fearful curicnty] Why, what hap- 
, pened then ? 

Ruth. [With a laugh] My employer happened 
then — ^he's happened ever since. 

CoKESON. Dear! Oh dear! I never came across a 
thing like this. 

Ruth. [Dully] He's treated me. all right. But 
IVe done with that. [Suddenly her lips begin to 
quiver^ and she hides them with the hack of her hand] 
I never thought I'd see him again, you see. It was 
just a chance I met him by Hyde Park. We went in 
there and sat down, and he told me all about himself. 
Oh! Mr. Cokeson, give him another chance. 

CoKESON. [Greatly disturbed] Then you've both lost 
your livings! What a horrible position! 

Ruth. If he could only get here — ^where there's 
nothing to find out about him! 

CoKESOX. We can't have anything derogative to the 
firm. 
J Ruth. I've no one else to go to. 

Cokeson. I'll speak to the partners, but I don't 
think they'll take him, under the circumstances. I 
don't really. 

Ruth. He came with me; he's down there in the 
street. [She points to the window. 

Cokeson. [On his dignity] He shouldn't have done 
that until he's sent for. [Then softening at the look on 
her face] We've got a vacancy, as it happens, but I 
can't promise anything. 

Ruth. It would be the saving of him. 
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CoKESON. Well, I'll do what I can, but I'm not 
sanguine. Now lei! him that I don't want him till 
I see how things are. Leave your address ? [Repeat- 
ing her] 83 Mullingar Slreet ? [He notes it on blotting- 
paper] Good- morning. 

Ruth. Thank you. 

She moves towards the door, turns as if to 
speak, bid does not, and goes ateay, 

CoKESON. [Wiping his head and forehead with a 
large white cotton handkerchief] What a business ! 
Then looking avtongsl his papers, he sounds his bell. 
SwEEDLE answers it] 

CoKESON. Was that young Richards coming here 
to-day after the clerk's place? 

SwEUDLE. Yes, 

C0KE8OS. Well, keep him in the air; I don't want 
to see him yet. 

SwBBDLE. What shall I tell him, sir? 

CoKEsON. [IfitA asperity] Invent something. Use 
your brains. Don't slump him off altogether. 

SwGEDLE. Shall I tell him that we've got illness, 
sir? 

CosEsoN. No! Nothing untrue. Say I'm not here 
to-day, 

SwEEDLE. Yes, sir. Keep him hankering? 

CoKR'iON. Exactly. And look here. You remem- 
ber Falder? I may be having him round to see me. 
Now, treat him like you'd have him treat you b a 
similar position. 

SwEBDLE. I naturally should do. 
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CoKBBON. That's right. When a man's down )^^ 
never hit *im. 'Tisn't necessary. Give him a hand{^ ^... 
up. That's a metaphor I recommend to you in life^) 
It's sound policy. 

SwEEDLE. Do you think the governors will take 
him on again, sir? 

CoKESON. Can't say anything about that. [At the 
sound of some one having entered the outer office] Who's 
there? 

SwEEDLB. [Going to the door and looking] It's 
Falder, sir. 
CoKBBON. [Vexed] Dear me! That's very naughty 

of her. Tell him to call again. I don't want 

He breaks off as Falder comes in, Falder 

is thiUf pale^ older, his eyes have grown 

more restless. His clothes are very worn 

and loose, 

SwEEDLE, nodding cheerfully, withdraws, 

CoKESON. Glad to see you. You're rather previous. 

[Trying to keep things pleasant] Shake hands! She's 

striking while the iron's hot. [He wipes his forehead] 

I don't blame her. She's anxious. 

Faldeb timidly takes Cokeson's hand and 
glances towards the partners* door, 
CoKEsox. No — ^not yet! Sit down! P^alder sits 
in the chair at the side of Cokeson's table, on which he 
places his cap] Now you are here I'd like you to 
give me a little account of yourself. [Looking at 
him over his spectades] How's your health ? 
Falder I'm alive, Mr. Cokeson. 
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C0KB8ON. [Preaeeupieiil I'm glad U> heat that. 
About this matter. I don't like doing aoj-thing out 
of the ordinary; it's not my habit. I'm a plain man, 
and I want everything smooth and straight. But I 
promised your friend to speak to the partners, and I 
always keep my word. 

Palder. I just want a chance, Mr. Cokeson. I've 
paid for that job a thousand times and more, I 
have, sir. No one knows. They aay I weighed 
mare when I came out than when I went in. They 
couldn't weigh me here [he touches kit kead\ or here 
[he touches his heart, and gives a soH oj laugh'\. Till 
last night I'd have thought there was nothing in here 
ataU. 

Cokeson. [Concerned] You've not got heart disease? 

Faldeb. Oh! they passed me sound enough. 

Cokeson. But they got you a place, didn't they ? 

Palder. Yes; very good people, knew all about 
it — very kind to me. I thought I was going to get 
on first rate. But one day, all of a sudden, the other 
clerks got wind of it. ... I couldn't stick it, Mr. 
Cokeson, I couldn't, sir. 

CoKKBON. Easy, my dear fellow, easy! 

Palder. I had one small job after that, but it 
didn't last. 

Cokeson. How was that ? 

Paldeh. It's no good deceiving you, Mr. Cokeson. 
The fact is, I seem to be struggling against a thing 
that's all round me. I can't explain it: it's as if I 
was in a net; as fast as I cut it here, it grows up there. 
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I didn't act as I ought to have, about references; but 
what are you to do ? You must have them. And that . 
made me afraid, and I left. In fact, I'm — I'm afraid all : 
the time now. 

He hows his head and leans dejectedly silent 
over the table. 

CoKESON. I feel for you — I do really. Aren't your 
sisters going to do anything for you ? 

Falder. One's in consumption. And the other 

CoKESON. Ye . . . es. She told me her husband 
wasn't quite pleased with you. 

Falder. When I went there — ^they were at supper — 
my sister wanted to give me a kiss — I know. But he 
just looked at her, and said : " What have you come for ? " 
Well, I pocketed my pride and I said: "Aren't you going 
to give me your hand, Jim ? Cis is, I know," I said. 
"Look here!" he said, "that's all very well, but we'd 
better come to an understanding. I've been expecting 
you, and I've made up my mind. I'll give you fifteen" 
pounds to go to Canada with." " I see," I said — " good 
riddance! No, thanks; keep your fifteen pounds." 
Friendship's a (jueer thing when you've been where 
I have. 

CoKESON. I understand. Will you take the fifteen 
pound from me? [Flustered, as Falder regards him / 
with a queer smile] Quite without prejudice; I meant V^ 
it kindly. '^^'^ 

Falder. I'm not allowed to leave the country. 

Cokeson. Oh! ye . . . es — ticket-of-leave ? You 
aren't looking the thing. 
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Faldeb. I've slept in the Park three nights this week. 
The dawns aren't all poetry there. But meeting her — I 
feel a different man this morning. I've often thought 
the being fond of her'a the best thing about me; it's 
sacred, somehow — and yet it did for me. That's queer, 
isn't it? 

CoKESON. I'm sure we're all very sony for you, 

Falder. That's what I've found, Mr. Cokeson. 
Awfully sorry for me. [With quiet biiiemesa] But it 
doesn't do to associate with criminals! 

Cokeson. Come, come, it's no uk calling yourself 
names. That never did a man any good. Put a 
face on it. 

Falder. It's easy enough to put a face on it, sir, 
when you're independent. Try it when you're down 
like me. They talk about giving you your deserts. 
Well, I think I've had just a bit over. 

Cokeson. [Eifeing him askanv* over kia apedacles] 
^ I hope they haven't made a Socialist of you. 

Falder is suddenly atiU, as if brooding over 
his pad self; he ■utters a ■peculiar laugh. 

Cokeson. You must give them credit for the best 
intentions. Really you must. Nobody wishes you 

Falder. I believe that, Mr, Cokeson. Nobody 
r' wishes you harm, but they down you all the same. 

^ This feeling [He stares rouiid ki-m, as though at 

something closing in] Il'a crushing me. [IFifA sudden 
impersonality] I know it is. 

CoKBsoN. [Horribli/dijiturbed] There'snothingtherel 
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We must try and take it quiet. I*m sure I've often 
had you in my prayers. Now leave it to me. 1*11 use 
my gumption and take 'em when they're jolly. 

[As he speaks the two 'partners come in, 

CoKESON. [Rather disconcerted, but trying to put 
them aU at ease] I didn't expect you quite so soon. I've 
just been having a talk with this young man. I think 
you'll remember him. 

James. [WUh a grave^ keen look] Quite well. How 
are you, Falder ? 

Walter. [Holding out his hand almost timidly] 
Very glad to see you again, Falder. 

Falder. [Who has recovered his self-control, takes 
the hand] Thank you, sir. 

CoKESoN. Just a word, Mr. James. [To Falder, 
pointing to the clerks* office] You might go in there a 
minute. You know your way. Our junior won't be 
coming this morning. His wife's just had a little 
family. 

Falder goes uncertainly out into the clerks' office, 

CoKESON. [Confidentially] I'm bound to tell you all 
about it. He's quite penitent. But there's a pre- 
judice against him. And you're not seeing him to 
advantage this morning; he's under-nourished. It's 
very trying to go without your dinner. 

James. Is that so, Cokeson ? 

Cokeson. I wanted to ask you. He's had his lesson. 
Now we know all about him, and we want a clerk. 
There is a young fellow applying, but I'm keeping 
him in the air. 
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Jaueb. a gaol-bird in the office, Cokeson P I 
don't see it. 

Walteb. "The rolling of the chariot-wheels of 
Justice!" I've never got that out of my head. 

James. I've nothing to reproach myself with in this 
aSair. What's he been doing since he came out ? 

CoKEHoN. He's had one or two places, but he 
hasn't kept them. He's set litive — quite natural. 
Seems to fancy everybody's dow i on him. 

Jaues. Bad sign. . Don't like the fellow — never did 
"from the first. "Weak character" 'a written all over 
/ him. 

Wautbh. I think we owe him a 1^ up. 

James. He brought it all on himself. 

Walter. The doctrine of full responsibility doesn't 
quilfi hold in these days. 

James. [Ra/fcer gnml}^ You'll find it safer to hold 
it for all that, my boy. 

Walter. For oneself, yes — not for other people, 
thanks. 

James. Well! I don't want to be hard. 

CoKESoN. I'm glad to hear you say that. He seems 
to see something [spreodiny hia arm,^ round him. 
'Tisn't healthy. 

James. What about that woman he was mised up 
with ? I saw some one uncommonly like her outside 
as we came in. 

CoKESON. Thail Well, I can't keep anything from 
you. He has met her. 

James. Is she with her husband ? 
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COKESON. No. 

James. Falder living with her, I suppose? 

CoKESON. [Desperately trying to retain the new-found 
jollity] I don't know that of my own knowledge. 
'Tisn't my business. 

James. It*s our business, if we're going to engage 
him, Cokeson. 

CoKESON. [Rdu^ctantly] I ought to tell you, perhaps. 
IVe had the party here this morning. 

James. I thought so. [To Walter] No, my dear 
boy, it won't do. Too shady altogether! 

Cokeson. The two things together make it very 
awkward for you — I see that. 

Walter. [Tentatively] I don't quite know what 
we have to do with his private life. 

James. No, no! He must make a clean sheet of 
it, or he can't come here. 

Walter. Poor devil! 

Cokeson. Will you have him in? [And as James 
nods] I think I can get him to see reason. 

James. [Grimly] You can leave that to me, Cokeson. 

Walter. [To James, in a low voice, while Cokeson 
is summoning Falder] His whole future may depend 
on what we do, dad. 

Falder comes in. He has pulled himself 
together^ and presents a steady front. 

James. Now look here, Falder. My son and I want 
to give you another chance; but there are two things 
I must say to you. In the first place: It's no good 
coming here as a victim. If you've any notion that 
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you've been iinjiistly treated — get rid of it. You can't 
play fast and loose with morality and hope to go scot- 
free. If Society didn't take care of itself, nobody 
would— Ihe sooner you realise that the better. 

Falder. Yes, air; but — may I say somelhiDg? 

James. Well? 

Falder. I had a lot of time to think it over in 
priaon. [He ttopa. 

CoKEBON. [Encouraging him] I'm sure you did. 

Falder. There were all sorts there. And what 1 
mean, sir, is, thai if we'd been treated differently the first 
time, and put under somebody that could look after us a 
bit, and not put in prison, not a quarter of us would 

er have got there. 

Jaues. [Shaking his head] I'm afraid I've very 
grave doubts of that, Falder. 

Falder. [With a gleam of vuUice] Yea, sir, so I found. 

James. My good fellow, don't forget that you be- 
gan it. 

Falder. I never wanted to do wrong. 

James. Perhaps not. But you did. 

Falder. [WifA all the bitlerness of hit past tuffering] 
It's knocked me out of lime. [Pulling himself up] 
That is, I mean, I'm not what I was. 

Jameb. This isn't encouraging for us, Falder. 

CoKEsoN. He's putting it awkwardly, Mr. James, 

Falder. [ThrowiTtg over his caution from the irUen- 
tiiy of his feding] I mean it, Mr, Cokeson. 

Jaues. Now, lay aside all those Ihoughta, Falder, 
and look to the future. 
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Falder. [Almost eagerly] Yes, sir, but you don't 
understand what prison is. It*s here it gets you. 

He grips his chest. 

CoKESON. [In a whisper to Jabieb] I told you he 
wanted nourishment. 

Walter. Yes, but, my dear fellow, that*!! pass 
away. Time's merciful. 

Falder. \Wiih his face twitching] I hope so, sir. 

James. [Miush more genUy] Now, my boy, what 
you've got to do is to put all the past behind you 
and build yourself up a steady reputation. And that 
brings me to the second thing. This woman you were 
mixed up with — you must give us your word, you know, 
to have done with that. There's no chance of your 
* keeping straight if you're going to begin your future 
with such a relationship. 

Falder. [Looking from one to the other with a hwUed 
expression] But sir . . . but sir . . . it's the one 
thing I looked forward to all that time. And she 
too ... I couldn't find her before last night. 

During this and what follows CJokbbon be- 
comes more and more uneasy, 

James. This is painful, Falder. But you must see 
for yourself that it's impossible for a firm like this to 
close its eyes to ever3rthing. Give us this proof of 
your resolve to keep straight, and you can come back — 
not otherwise. 

Falder. [After daring at James, suddenly stiffens 
him^dfl I couldn't give her up. I couldn't! Oh, sir! 
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I'm aJl she's got to look to. And I'm sure she's bD 
I've got. 

Jamis. I'm very sorry, Falder. bat I must be firm. 
It's for the benefit of vou both in the long run. No 
good can come of this connection. Il was the cause 
of all your disaster. 

Falder. Bui air, it means — having gone through 
all thai — getting broken up — my nerves are in an 
awfulstate — for nothing. I did it for her. 

James. Come! If she's anything of a woman 
she'll see it for herself. She won't want to drag you 
down further. If there were a prospect of your being 
able to marry her — it might be another thing. 

Falder. It's not my fault, sir, that she couldn't 
get rid of him — she would have if she could. That's 
been the whole trouble from the beginning. [Looking 
gudderdy at Walter] ... If anybody would help her! 
It's only money wanted now, I'm sure. 

CoKEBON. [Breaking in, as Walter heshates, and is 
about to speak] I don't think we need consider that 
— it's rather far-fetched. 

Faxder. [To W.tLTER, appealing] He must have 
given her full cause since; she could prove that he 
drove her to leave him. 

Walter. I'm inclined to do what you say, Falder. 
if it can be managed. 

Faldeb, Oh, sir ! 

He goes to the window and looks down into the 
Avd. 
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CoKESON. [Hurriedly] You don't take me, Mr. 
Walter. I have my reasons. 

Falder. [From the window] She's down there, sir. 
Will you see her ? I can beckon to her from here. 

WAiyTER heeitatest and looks from G^keson to 
James. 

James. [With a sharp nod] Yes, let her come. 

Falder beckons from the window, 

G^KESON. [In a low fluster to James and Walter] 
No, Mr. James. She's not been quite what she 
ought to ha' been, while this young man's been away. 
She's lost her chance. We can't consult how to 
swindle the Law. 

Falder has come from the window. The 
three men look at him in a sort of awed 
silence, 

Falder. [With instinctive apprehension of some 
change — looking from one to the other] There's been 
nothing between us, sir, to prevent it. . . . What I 
said at the trial was true. And last night we only 
just sat in the Park. 

Sweedle comss in from the outer office. 

CoKESON. What is it ? 

Sweedle. Mrs. Honeywill. [There is silence, 

James. Show her in. 

Ruth comes slowly in^ and stands stoically 
with Falder on one side and the three 
men on the other. No one speaks. Coke- 
son turns to his tables bending over his 
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papfTt aa though the burden o/ the aitualUm 
were forcing him hack inio kit accutiomed 
groove. 
James. [Sharpli/] Shut the door there. [Swebd[,b 
skids the door] We've asked you to come up because 
there are certain facts to be faced in this matter. I 
understand you have only just met Falder again. 
Ruth. Yes — only yesterday. 

jAJtiES. He's told us about himself, and we're veiy 
sorry tor him. I've promised to take him back here 
if he'll make a fresh start. [Looh'ng steadily at Rdth] 
Thia is a matter that requires courage, ma'am. 

Edth, who is looking at Falder, begins to 
twist her hands in front of her as though 
prescient of disaster. 
Falder. Mr. Walter How is good enough to say 
that hell help us to get you a divorce. 

RuTB fiaskes a stariled glance at James and 
Waivteh. 
James. I don't think that's practicable, Falder. 

Faldeh. But, sir ! 

James. [Steadily] Now, Mrs. Honeywill, You're 
fond of him. 

RtTTH. Yes, sir; I love him. 

She looks miserably <rf Falder, 
James. Then you doo't want to stand in bis way, 
do you ? 

Ruth. {In a faint iwice] I could take care of him. 
James. The beat way you can take care of him will 
be to give him up. 



ACTiv JUSTICE lOS 

Falder. Nothing shall make me give you up. 
You can get a divorce. There's been nothing between 
us, has there ? 

RxTTH. [Mournfully shaking her head — without look- 
ing at him] No. 

Falder. We'll keep apart till it's over, sir; if you'll 
only help us — ^we promise. 

James. [To Ruth] You see the thing plainly, 
don't you ? You see what I mean ? 

Ruth. [Just above a whisj>er] Yes. 

CoKESON. [To himself] There's a dear woman. 

James. The situation Is impossible. 

Ruth. Must I, sir? 

James. [Forcing himself to look at her] I put it to 
you, ma'am. His future is in your hands. 

Ruth. [Miserably] I want to do the best for him. 

James. [A little huskily] That's right, that's 
right! 

Falder. I don't understand. You're not going to 

give me up — after all this? There's something 

[Starting forward to James] Sir, I swear solemnly 
there's. been nothing between us. 

James. I believe you, Falder. Come, my lad, be 
as plucky as she is. 

Falder. Just now you were going to help us. [He 
stares at Ruth, who is standing absolutely still; his face 
and hands tvntch and quiver as the truth dawns on him] 
What is it ? You've not been 

Walter. Father! 

James. [Hurriedly] There, there! That'll do, that'll 
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do! m give you your chsjice, Faider. Don'l let me 
know what you do with yourselves, that's ■!!. 
Falder. [As if he has not keard\ RuIhP 

Rltu laokaai him; and Fai.der covert ki$ face 
with hit handa. There it »ilence. 
CoKt»oN. [Suddenii/] There's some one out there. 
[To Ruth] Go in here. You'll feel belter by yourself 
for a minute. 

//« poiidt to ike clerkt' room and moves tow- 
arda ike ovler o§ice. Falder (foe* not move. 
RiTTH puU out her hand timidli/. He 
akrinl-i bark from the touch. Sh£ turns 
and gof* miserably into the clerks' room. 
With a bni3<iue movement he follows, seiz- 
ing her by the shouider just inside the door- 
vxiy. CoKEsoN ghiUs the door. 
James. [Pointing to the outer office] Get rid of that, 
whoever it is. 

SwEEDLE. [Opening the office door, in a seared voice] 
Detective-Sergeant Wiater. 

The detective enters, and closes the door behind 

WisTEB. Sorry to disturb you, sir, A clerk you 
bad here, two years and a half ago. I arrested him 
in this room, 

Jaues. What about him ? 

WisTER. 1 thought perhaps I might get his where- 
abouts from you. [There is an airhvard silence. 

CoKESoN. [Pleasantly, coming to the rescue] We're 
no) responsible for his movements; you know that. 
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James. What do you want with hun ? 

WisTER. He's failed to report himself this last four 
weeks. 

Walter. How d'you mean ? 

WisTER. Ticket-of-leave won't be up for another 
six months, sir. 

Wai/ter. Has he to keep in touch with the police 
till then ? 

WisTER. We're bound to know where he sleeps 
every night. I dare say we shouldn't interfere, sir, 
even though he hasn't reported himself. But we've ' 
just heard there's a serious matter of obtaining em- 
ployment with a forged reference. What with the 
two things together — ^we must have him. -i.— 

Again there is silence. Wai/ter and Cokeson 
steal glances at James, who stands siaring 
steadily at the detective, 

Ck)KBSON. [Expansively] We're very busy at the 
moment. If you could make it convenient to call 
again we might be able to tell you then. 

James. [Decisively] I'm a servant of the Law, but 
I dislike peaching. In fact, I can't do such a thing. 
If you want him you must find him without us. 

As he speaks his eye falls on Falder's cap, 
still lying on the table, and his face contracts, 

WiSTER. [Noting the gesture — quietly] Very good, 
sir. I ought to warn you that, having broken the 
terms of his licence, he's still a convict, and sheltering 
a convict 
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James. I shelter no oae. But you mustn't come 
here and ask questtons which it's not tay buamesa to 
answer. 

WisTER. [Dryly] I woo't trouble jou further then. 
g*ntjemen. 

CoicKsos. I'm Sony we couldn't give you the 
information. You quite understand, don't you ? 
Good-moming ! 

WiareR tunu to go, but intlead of going to 
the door of the outer office he goet to the 
door of the tierkr" room. 
. The other door . . . the other door! 
Wetter open* the derka' door. Ruth's vmce 
it heard; "Ofe, do!" and Falder's; "/ 
ean'lt" There m a Utile pause; then, vnlh 
sharp fright, Ruth sat/3: "Who's tkaif" 
WiSTER has gone in. 

The three men look aghast at the door. 
. [From, within] Keep back, please! 
He come* su-iftiy out with htg arm twisted 
in Falder's. The latter gives a whOa, 
staring look at the three men. 
Walter. Let him go this lime, for God's sake! 
iViSTER. I couldn't take the responsibility, air. 
Falder. [K'iJft a queer, des-perate laugh] Good! 

Flinging a look back at Rith, he ihmws up his 
head, and goes out through the outer office, 
half dragging Wister after him. 
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Wai/ter. [With despair] That finishes him. It'll |l ^^ 



go on for ever now. 

SwEEDLE can l>e seen staring through the 

order door. There are sounds of footsteps 

descending the stone stairs; suddenly a dull 

thud, a faint "ify God I** in Wister's voice. 

James. What's that ? 

SwEEDLE dashes forward. The door surings 
to behind him. There is dead silence. 

Wai/ter. [Starting forward to the inner room] The 
woman — she's fainting! 

He and Cokeson support the fainting Ruth 
from the doorway of the clerks' room. 

Cokeson. [Distracted] Here, my dear! There, there! 
Walter. Have you any brandy ? 
Cokeson. I've got sherry. 
Wai/ter. Gret it, then. Quick! 

He places Ruth in a chair — which James has 
dragged forward. 

Cokeson. [With sherry] Here! It's good strong 

sherry. [They try to force the sherry between her lips. 

There is the sound of feet, and they stop to 

listen. 
The outer door is reopened — Wister and 
Sweedle are seen carrying some burden. 

James. [Hurrying forward] What is it ? 

They lay the burden down in the outer office, 
out of sight, and all but Ruth cluster round 
it, speaking in hushed voices. 



WiRTEE. He jumped — neck's broken. 
Walter. Good God! 

WiSTEtt. He must have been mad to think he could 
give me the alip like that. And what naa it — just a 
few months! 

Walter. [Bitterly] Was that al] P 
James. What a desperate thing! [Then, in a voice 
unlilce hit own] Run for a doctor — you! [Sweedlb 
ruiheg from the oideroffice] An ambulance! 
WiBTER goes ojii. On Ruth's fart an exprea- 
lion of }ear and horror has been setn gnrw- 
ing, as if she dared not turn towards the 
voices. She now rises and steals towards 
tkeTti, 
WAi;rER. [Turning suddenly] Look! 

The three men shrink back out of her way, one 
bg one, into Cokeson's roan. Roth dropg 
on her knees by the body. 
RcTH. [In a whisper] What is it ? He's not breath- 
ing. [She crouches over him] My dear! My pretty! 
In the outer office doorway the pgurea of men 
are seen standing. 
Ruth. [Leaping to her feet] No, no! No, no! He's 
dead! [The figures of the men shrink back. 

CoKEBON. [Stealing forward. In a hoarse voice] 
There, there, poor dear tvoman! 

At the sound behind her Ruth faces round at 
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CoKisoN. No onell touch him now! Never again! 
He's safe with gentle Jesus! 

RxTTH $Umd» as though homed to done in the 
doorway daring at Cokeson, who, bending 
hunMy before her^ holds out his hand as one 
would to a lod dog. 

The curtain Jails. 
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